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To His Royal Highness the 

VRINCE of PTJLES. 



SIR, 

KiHtJl S Yottr Royal Highness 
iS ^ K was p^eafed to cxpfels a 
k.3RCji Defire of feeing a neW 
and corred Edition of \&. Rcnae's 
Works, the following is humbly 
fiibmitted to Your Royal 
Highness, and it is hoped 
will prove not altogether un- 
worthy of Your Royal Patro- 
nage and Proteftion. This indeed, 
with his Tranflation of Luca», is 
A3 a 



D E D I C AT I ON. 

a complete CoUedion of. Kis gc- 
nuin Works, feveral Things being 
here omitted which in former Edi- 
tions were falfly attributed to 
him, and others being added from 
his original Papers which were 
never publifhed before. And to 
whoiii can the Works of Mr. Rowe 
be fo properly addrefs'd as to their 
greateft Patron and Admirer? and 
^what an Encouragement is this to 
living Merit, that even the dead 
is not unrewarded by your Royal 
Highness? 

It is owing chiefly to Your 
Royal Highness's Approbation, 
and to the Influence of Your 
Royal Prefence, that his Plays 
have been fo frequently adted, and 
fo highly applauded : And Your 
Royal Highness has not only 
encourag'd them as public Enter- 
tainments, 
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tainments, but often made them 
the Amufement of private Hours; 
and Your Royal Children have 
been taught to repeat feveral 
of the beft and fineft Speeches 
with a beauty and juftnefs that 
muft charm and furprife every 
body who has the Happinefs to 
hear them. It is reported of her 
late Majefty Queen Anne^ that (he 
learned to fpeak properly oi the 
famous Tragedian Mrs. Barry^ 
and from hence was enabled to 
deliver her Speeches to the Parlia- 
ment in fo graceful a manner, that 
they loft much of their Beauty 
and Energy even when they were 
afterwards read in the Houfe by 
my Lofd Cowper. The Art of 
fpeaking properly is certainly no 
ordinary Qaalification, and Your 
Royal HiGHNES si's Children 

A 4 * promife 
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^romife to excel in this as well 
as in every thing clfe that becomes 
great Princes, flich is the C5are 
that Your Royal Highness 
and the Princess of JVales 
continually take of. their Educa- 
tion. 

But Your RoTAL HioHisrEss's 
Goodnefs hath not flopped here, 
nor been content with doing un- 
commoii Honors to llie Memory 
of Mr. Rcwei but it is to the 
Opinion of his *Merit that- 1 muft 
principally afcribe the nmny di-^ 
ftinguifhihg Mfirks. of Favor, 
which Your Royal Highness 
and the Princess of ]^aks hzve 
been gracioufly pleafed to beftow 
on me. Such Honor is double 
Honor; and at the fame time 
that it demands, tranfcends my 
yarmeft Acknowledgments. - But 

the 
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the Pen of Mr. Rowe himfelf 
would fail me here; Language is 
too poor ; Words cannot expreis 
it; my Heart only truly knows, 
how it overflows with Gratitude, 
and with wlmt entire Devotioii 
I am, 



May it pleafe Taur Royal Hkshnbss, 



Tour fioYAi. HiGHNEss's moft oUi^dt 



moji obedient y and 



mtfi dutiful Servant t 



Anne DeAnes Devenish* 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

^befe two Volumes of Plays and Poems^ 
together fwitb the two Volumes of the 
^ranjlation of Lucan, make a complete 
ColleSiton of the Works of Mr. Rowe ; 
but as fever al Perfons may be defirous 
of having the Plays and Poems^ who 
yet may not choofe topurchafe a T^ranfla^ 
tion oj Lucan, it has been thought pro- 
per for their fakes to extract from 
. Dr. Welwood'i Account prefixed to 
I'he Tranflation of Lucan, Jo much as 
may be neceffary to give fome Idea of 
the Life and CharaSler oj the Author. 
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THE 

L I F E 

OF 
NICHOLAS ROTFE, Efq; 



I R. ROWE was born at Little 
^ Berkford in Bedjerdftjire, at the 
y Houfe of Jafper Edwards, Elq ; 
p his Mother's Father, in the 
* Year 1673, of an ancient Fa- 
mily in Devon/hire, that for many Ages had 
made a handlbme Figure in their Country, 
and was known by the Name of Rowes of 
X^mbertouh. He could trace his Anceftors, 
in a direct Line, up to the Times of the 
Holy War, where one of them fo dif- 
tinguilh'd 
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tinguifh'd himfelf in the Holy ]Land^ that at 
his return, he had the Coat of Arms giveil 
Ijim, which they bore ever lince, tha^ 
being in thoie Days all the Reward of mili* 
tary Virtue, or of Blood . fpilt , in thofi^ 
Expeditions. From that time downward to 
Mr. Rowers Father, the Family kept them- 
felves to the frugalJVIanagement of a private 
Fortune, and the innocent Pleafures of a 
Country Life. Having a handfome Seat, 
and a competent Eftate, they liv'd beyond 
the Fear of Want, or Reach of Envy, In 
all the Changes of Governments, they are 
faid to have ever lean'd towards the fide of 
public Liberty, and in that retir'd Situation 
of .Life to have beheld with Grief and 
Concern the maoy Incroachments that 
have been made upon it from time to 
time. 

His Father was John Rowe^ and the firft 
af the Family, as his Son has told me, that 
thang'd a Country Life for a liberal Pro- 
feflion. After he had pafs'd the Schools at 
home, he was brought up to London^ and 
cnterM a Student of the Law in the Mddle 
Temple^ where fbme time after he was caird 
to the Bar, and at length made a Serjeant 
at Law. He was a Gentleman in great 
Eftcem for many engaging Qualities, of 
very confidcrable Praftice at the Bar, and 

ftood 
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ftood fair for the firft Vitc^ncy on the Bench, 
when he died the goth g( Afrii^ 1692, and 
was bof ied in the Tmpk Church the 7th of 
May following. Let k be mentioned to the 
H<Mior of tbfs Gentleman, that when he 
pub]i(h'd Serjeant Benloe and Judge Dalifnf^ 
Re^ts^ he had the Honefty and Boldnefs 
to obferve in the Preface, how moderate 
\ diefe two grcat Lawyers had been in their 
Opinions concerning the Extent of the 
Royal Prerc^acive; and that he dufrft da 
this in the late King J^'^^^^s Reign, at a 
time when a THffei^ing Power was fet up, 
as inherent in the Crown. From fuch worthy 
Anceftors Nicholas R$iff€ was defcended, 
who, together with the ancient paternal 
Seat of the Family, inherited their Probity 
and Good-nature, Contentment of Mind, 
and an unbiased Love to their Country. 

His Father took all the Care poffible of 
his Education, and when he was fit for it, 
fent him to 9Feftminft£r School, under the* 
famoufr Dr. Busly, He made an extraordi- 
nary Progrefs in aM the Parts of Learning 
taught in that School, and about the Age 
of twelve Years was cliden one of the 
King's Scholars. He became in a little 
time Mafter to a great -Perfeftion of all the 
Claffical Authors, both Greek and Latin^ and 
made a tolerable Proficiency in the Hebrew% 

but 
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but Poetry was his early Bent, and hif- 
darling Study, He composed at that time 
fevcral Copies pf Verfcs upon different Sub- 
jeAs both in Greek and Lktiriy and fome in 
EngUJh^ which were much admired, and the 
lyiore that they cofl him very little Pains^ 
and Jeem^d to flow from his Imagination^ 
almpil as faft as his Pen. 

His Father defighing him for his own 
Proteffion, took him from that School 
when he was about fixteen Years of Age,, 
and entered him a Student in the Middle 
Tmple^ whereof he himlelf was a Member^ 
that he might have him under his imme- 
diate Care and Inftruftion. Being capable 
of any part of Knowledge he apply'd his 
Mind to, he made^ very remarklabJe Ad- 
vances in the ftudy of the Law -, and was not 
content, as he told me, to know it as a 
Colleftion of Statutes or Cuftoms only, but 
as a Syftem founded upon right Reafon, and 
calculated for the good of Mankind. Being 
afterwards call'd to the Bar, he appeared in 
as promifing a way to make a Figure in 
that Profelfion, as any of his Contempo- 
raries, if the Love of the Belles L^tres^ and 
that of Poetry in particular, had not ftopp'd 
him in his Career. He had the Advantage 
of the Friendftiip and Protedion of one of 
the fined Gentlemen^ as well as one of the 

greatcft 
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greateft Lawyers of that time. Sir George 
Jreby^ Lord Chief Juftice of the Common- 
Pleas, who was fond of him to a great De- 
gree, and had it both in his Power and 
Inclination to promote h^s Intereft. 

But the Mufes had ftoln away his Heart 
from his Infancy, and his Pafllon for them 
rendered the Study of the Law dry and tafte- 
lefs to bis Palate. He ftruggled for fomc 
time againft the natural Bent of his Mind, 
but in vain •, for Horner^ t^irgily Sophocles and 
EuripideSy had infinitely more Charms with 
him, than the beft Authors that had writ 
of the Law of England, He now and then 
could not refrain from making fome Copies 
of Verfes on Subjefts that fell in his way, 
which being approv'd of by his intimate 
Friends, to whom only he Ihow'd them, 
that ApprobaticMi prov'd his Snare, fo that 
from that time h6 began to give way to the 
natural Bias of his Miiid, and would needs 
try what he could do in Tragedy. 

The firft he wrote was the Ambitious Step- 
Mother 5 which meeting with univerfal Ap- 
plaufe, as it well deferv'd, he laid afide all 
Thoughts of rifing in the Law, and turn'd 
them ever after, in their main Channel, to- 
wards Poetry. This his firft Tragedy he 
writ when, twenty-five Years of Age, and 
as a Trial only of his Genius that way* 

The 
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The Purity of the EngUlh Language, the 
.Juftncfs of his Characters, the noble Ele- 
vation of the Sentiments, were all of them 
tdmrrably adapted to the Plan of the 
Play. His Talent lay in Heroic P^etryy and 
confequently in Tragedy : For Comedy, he 
once try'd it, but found his Genius did not 
lean that way. He writ feveral Tragedies 
afterwards, which are in every Body's 
Hands, and all of them highly approv/d of 
by Men of Tafte, upon the Account of the 
Loftinefs of Thought, and the delicate 
Propriety of the Language ; in which lafl: 
I may venture to fay, no one has ever out- 
done him, few equalPd him. 

The Tragedy he valu'd. himfelf moft 
upon, and which was moft valu'd, was his Tia- 
merlane \ and never Author, in my Opinion, 
did more Juftice to his Hero, than he to that 
excellent Prince: For Tamerlane was tlie 
very Man that Mr. Rowe has painted him^ 
In that Play he aim*d at a Parallel between 
Che late Kmglf^illiam of immortal Memory 
and Tamerlane ; as alfo between Bajazet^ and 
a Monarch who is fince dead. That glorious 
Ambition and noble Ardor in Tamerlane^ 
to break the Chains of enflav'd Nation&» 
and fet Mankind free from the Incroachr* 
ments of lawlefs Power, are painted in the 
moft lively, as well as the moft amiable 

Colors ; 
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Colors : On dte other fide, his marmer of 
introducing on the Stage a Prince that 
thinks Mankind is tnade but for him, 
and whofe chief Aim is to perpetuate his 
Name to Pofterity, by that Havoc and. 
Ruin he fcatters through the World, are 
all drawn with that Pomp of Horror md 
Deteftation which fech mt>nfl:rous Aftions 
do deferve. And fincc nothing could be 
more calculated for raifing in the Mrnds 
of the Audiente, a true Paflion for 
Liberty, and a juft Abhorrence for 
Slavery ; how thri P?ay came t« be dtf- 
courgcd, next to a Prtrfiibitioti, m die latter 
End of a late Reign^ I 'leave it to tJthcrs 
to give a R^aJftm. 

I ftali r^y nothing of aTiy of the reft of 
Mr. Rowfi Plays in particular 5 but it may 
be juftly faid of iJiem all,, that never Poet 
painted f^irfue of ReHpon in a more charm- 
ing Drefe on the Stj^gc, nor were ^evcr Vict 
and Impiety better exposed to Contempt and 
Hatred. There runs through every one 
of them an Air of Religion and Virtue^ 
attended with all the fociai Duties of Life, 
and a conftant untainted Love td his Coun- 
try. The fame Principles of Liberty he 
had early, imbib'd himfelf, and fecm^d ar 
Part of his Conftitutioh, appeared in every 
tiling he wrote, and. lie took aU Occaficfns 

♦ that 
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that fell in his way, to make the Stage 
fubfervient to them. His Mufe was lb 
religioufly chaft, that I do not remember 
one Word in any ot his Plays or Writings 
that might admit but of a douile Entendre 
in point of Decency or Morals. There is 
nothing to be found in them to humor the 
deprav'd Tafte of the Age, by nibbling at 
Scripture^ or depredating Things in them- 
felves Sacred:, and it was the leis wonder, 
that he obferv'd this Rule in his Dramatic 
Performances, fince in his ordinary Con- 
yerfation, and when his Mirth and Humor 
enlivened the whole Company, he us'd to 
cxprefs his Diflatisfadtion, in the fevereft 
manner, with any thing that look'd that, 
way. Being much converfant in the Holy 
Scriptures^ it's obfervable that to raife the 
highcft Ideas of Virtue, he has with great 
Art in feveral of his Tr^edies made ufe of 
thoie Expreillons and Metaphors in them, 
that tafte fnoft of the 'Sublime. 

Befides his Plays, Mr. Rcwe wrote a 

fr^at many Copies of Verfes on different 
ubjefts,' * which *tis hop'd his Friends 
may fome time or other publifli together, 
and whereof many have been already printed 
apart. Being a. great Admirer oiSbakefpmr^ 

he 

* What Dr. Wehoood hoped for^ is done in the 
prefent-Colledicn. 
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he obliged the Public with a new Edition of 
his Works, and prefix'd to it a fhort Ac* 
count of his Life. In that Account he lay 
under the fame Misfortune that I have done 
in this Account of Mr. Rowe\ he wanted 
Information, to do Juftice to Sbakefpear. 
He took all Occafions to exprefs the vaft 
Efteem he had for that wonderful Man, and 
endeavor'd in fome of his Pieces to imitate 
his manner of Writing, particularly in 
the Tragedy of Jane Shore. 

But Mr. Rowers laJd, ajid perhaps his 
beft Poem, is hjs Tranflation of Lucan^ 
which he juft liv'd to finifh. He had en- 
tertain*(J. an early Inclination for that Au- 
thor, and I believe it was. the darling Paflion 
lie had for the Liberty and Conftitution of 
his Country, that firit inclin'd him to think 
of tranflating himf He thought it was a 
pity, that a, Work in which the Caufe of 
Libertyfivks fet in fuch a (hining Light, 
ihoufd be preJferv'd only in the dead Lan- 
guage wherein it was written ; and there- 
fore thought it well worth his Pains to put 
it in an Englijh Drels, for the Benefit of his 
Countrymen. As this is the happiefl: Nation 
of the World in its Conftitution, and happy 
even in Ipite of ourfelves,. he judged that 
all who are in love with it, muft needs be 
fond of an Author, who not only wrote 

for 
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for the ancient Conftituticwi of his own 
Country, but fell a Sacrifice for endeavour- 
ing to fupport it. 

A$ to the Tranflation itfelf, I perfuade 
myfelf it wiU meet with a kind Reception 
in the World. - I dare be bold to fay thp 
Language is pure, and the Verfification 
both mufical and adapted to tfie Subjeft. 
I have no reafon to doubt but the true 
Meaning of the Original is faithfully pre- 
fery*d through the whole Work, and if 
I may Venture to^ judge, the Tranflation 
odmes up to the Spirit of the Original, as 
far as the Diffejcnce betweenthe Roman and 
Englijh Languages will allow of. 

I (hall fay nothing farther of him in the 
Quality of a Poet, fince this Tranflation, 
and his other Works, will fof&ciently jufl:iiy 
his Tide to it. As to his Perfon, it Was 
graceful and well made, his Face regular 
and of a manly Beauty. As his Soul was 
well lodg'd, to its rational and animal 
Faculties ^xcdrd in a high degree. He 
had a quick and fruitful Invention, a deep 
Penetration, and a large Compafs ©r 
Thought, with a Angular Dexterity, and 
Eafinefs in making his Thoughts to be un- 
derftood. He was Mafter of moft: Parts 
of polite Learning, efpecially the Clafllcal 
Ainftors bath Greek and Z^ffiih tinderflood 

the 



the Fr€mky Ift^an and Spamjh Laaguagcs, 
and fpoke the firft fluently, and the cSxt 
two tolerably well. 

He had likewife read moflr of the Greek 
and Roman Hiftories in their original Lanr 
guages^ and moft that are writ in Engti/b^ 
Italian^ and Spanijh. He had a good TzSet 
in Philofc^y^ and having a firm Iinprefiion 
of Religion upon his Mind t he took great 
delight in Divinity and Ecdefiaftical. Hif- 
tory, in both which he made great Ad«> 
vances in the times he retired into the.Coun^ 
try, which were frequent. He expref): on all 
occafions his full Perfuafion of the TrutJi 
of Reveal'd Religion, and being a fincem 
Member of the £ftabll(h'd Church himfeM^ 
he pitied^ but condemned not^ thofe that 
diflented from it. He abhorr'd the Ytm* 
ciple of perfecutingMea upon the acQount 
of their Opinions in Religion \ and bdng 
ftri& in his own^ he took tt not upon him 
to cenfure thofe of another Perfuafion^ 
His Converf^tion was pleafant, witty, and 
karned, without the kaft Tinfture of 
Affedtationor Pedantry, and his.inimitahk 
manner of diverting and enlivening tht 
Company, made it impoflible for any one 
to be out of humor when he was in. it. 
Envy apd Detra4lipn feam'd to be . entiircly 
foreig^ to hi3 Qgoftituoon i . And whatsarar 

Pro- 
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Provocations he met ^ith at any timfe, he 
paft them over without the kaft Thought 
of Refentment or Revenge. As Homer had 
i Zoilus, fo Mr. Rowe had fometimes his : 
For there were not wanting malevolent 
People and Pretenders to Voetry too, that 
would now and then bark at his beft 
Performances-, but he w^s fo. much con- 
jfcious of his own Genius, and had fo much 
Good-nature as to forgive them, nor could 
he ever be tempted to return them an 
Anfwer. 

The Love of Learning and Poetry 
made him not the lefs fit for Bufinefs, 
and no body app]y*d himfelf clofer to it, 
when it requir'd his Attendance. The 
late Duke of ^eensbury^ when he was Se- 
cretary of State, made him his Secretary 
for public Affairs-, and when that truly 
Great Man came to know him well, he wa5 
never fo plcas'd as when Mr. Rawe was in 
his Company. After th€ Dukc^s Death, 
all Avenues were ftop'd to his Preferment; 
and during the reft of that Reign, he paft 
his time with the Mufes and his Books, 
and fometimes the Converfation of his 
Friends. 

Upon 'the King's Acceflion to thq 
Throne, his' Merit. wa« taken notice of, 
The King gave him zburative Place in 
• . i the 
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the Ciiftoms, and made him Poet Laureate 
the Prince of ff^ales conferred on him the 
Place of Clerk of his Council -, and the Lord 
ParkeTj Lord Chancellor, made him his 
Secretary for the Prefentations^ the very Day- 
he received the Seals^ and without his ask- 
ing it. He was much lov'd and cherifli'd 
by the latter: And it was no wonder that 
one of his Endowments was in favor with 
that Noble Perfon^ who, together with a 
profound Knowledge in the Law^ worthy 
of his high Station, has adorn'd his Mind 
with all the other more polite Parts of 
Learning. When he had juft got to be 
cafy in hi« Fortune, and was in a fair way 
to make it better. Death fwept him away, 
and in him deprived the World of one of 
the beft Men, as well as one of the belt 
Gcniufes of the Age. He dy'd like a 
Cbriftian and a PbiJofopber, in Charity with all 
Mankind, and with an abfolute Refignation 
to the Will of God. He kept up his good 
Humor to the laft, and took leave of his 
Wife and Friends, immediately before his 
laft Agony, with the fame Tranquillity of 
Mind, and the fame Indifference for Life, 
as tho* he had been upon taking but a Ihort 
Journey. He was twice married, fifft to a 
Daughter of Mr. Parfons^ one of the Audi- 
tors of the Revenue, and afterwards to a 

Daughter 



Daughter of Mr. Devmi/h of a good 
Family in Darjetjbire : By the firft he had a 
Sbnp and by the fecond a Dau^ter, bpth 
yet Jiving. He died the fixth of lyecember 
1718, in the 45th Year of his AgCt and 
was bury*d the nineteenth of. the fame 
Month in Wejtmit^er-Jkb^y in the IQe where 
many of our EngUJb Poets are interred* 
Qvqragainfl: Cbauceni his Body being at* 
tended by a feledt Number of his Friepdj, 
. and the Dean and Chir oftci^ipng. at 
the Funeral. 
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Ambitious Step-Mother: 

A 

TRAGEDY. 



I ii' Dtcit tac dare dona si 

OviD.Metam.lib.9. 
Va»t Llgar, /hijlrajiie emimii ilale fiiferhh, 
NeqititjK am ttttafti lubrkus arttt, . 

Advtnit pa i/tftra £a taitiithriiut armit 
Verba ridargutret. Viro. JEn. lib. 1 1 



Vol.. I. 



To the Right Honorable the 

EAKhofJERSEr^ 

Lord Chamberlain of His Majesty's 
Houfhold, &c. 



My LO R D, 

I F any thing may atone for the 1.1- 
1 bcrty I take in offering this Trifle' 
I toyourLordlhip, it is, that I will 
engage not to be guilty of the common 
Vice of Dedications, nor pretend to give 
the World an Account of the many good 
Qualities they ought to admire- in your 
Lord/hip. I hope I may reckon on it 
as feme little Piece of ^erit, in an Age 
where there are fo many People write Pane- 
gyricks, and fo few dcferve 'em. I am fure 
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, ^e Epiftle Dedicatory: 

you ought not to fit for your Picture, to fo 
ill a Hand as mine. Men of your Lord- " 
Ihip's Figure and Station, tho* ufcful and - 
ornamental to the Age they live in, are yet \ 
referved for the Labors of the Hiftorian, and" " 
the Entertainment of Pofterity; nor ought ^ 
to be afpers'd with fuch Pieces of Flattery 
while living, as may render the true Hiftory: 
fufpefted to thofe that come after. That 
which fhbuld take up all my Care at prefent^ 
is moll humbly to beg your LordIhip*sPar- 
don for importuning you on this account 5 
for imagining that your Lordfhip (whofe 
Hours are all dedicated to the beft and mod 
important Ufes) can have any Leifure for^ 
this Piece of Poetry. I beg, my Lord, that 
you will receive it, as it was meant, a Mark 
of my entire Refpedl and Veneration. 

I hope it may be fome Advantage to me» 
that the Town has not received this Play 
ill. To have depended merely upon your 
Lordfhip's Good-nature, and have ofFer*d 
fomething without any degree of Merit,' 
. would have been an unpardonable Fault, 
efpecially to fo good a Judge. The Play 

' itfelf,' 



fthe EpiJIle Dedicatorj. 

iielf, as I prefent it to your Lordfhipj B 
a much more perfe^ Poem than it is in the 
Reprefentation on. the Stage. I was led into 
an Error in the writing of it, by thinkii^ 
that it would be eafier to retrench than to 
add : but when Iwas at lafl: neccflitated, by 
reafon of the extreme Length, to cut off 
near fix hundred Lines, I found that it was 
maim'd by it to a great difadvantage. The 
Fable (which has no manner of Relation to 
any part of true Hiftory) was left dark and 
intricate, for want of a great part of the Nar- 
ration, which was left out in the firft Scene \ 
and the Chain and Connexion, which ought 
to be in the Dialogue, was interrupted i» 
many other Places, But fince what was 
omitted in the Afting is now kept in, I hope 
it may indifferently entertain your Lordfhip 
at an unbending Hour. The Faults which 
are moft generally found (and which I could 
.be very proud of fubmitting to your Lord- 
fhip*s Judgment, if you can have feifuire for 
fo trivial a Caufe) are, that the Cataftrophe 
in the Fifth A6t is barbarous,, and fliocks the 
Audience.. Some people, whofe Judgment 
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fk BpiftJe DeScatwy. 

I OB^t to hav« ft deference for, have toM 
me, that they wifti*d I had given the latter 
part of the Story quite another turn ; that 
Jrtaxerxes and Amfiris ought to have been 
' prcferv*d, and made happy in the Conclufioh 
of the Play ; that befides the Satfsfaftion 
whidh the Spc<iators would have had to have 
iecn two virtuous (or at leaft infiocent) Chah 
ra<5ters rewarded and foccefsful, there might 
have been alfaa moK noble and m{bru6tive 
Moral drawn that way. I muft confef$, If 
thiy be an Error (as perhaps it may ) it is a 
voluntary one, and an Error of my Judg- 
ment : Since in the writing I aftually made 
fuch a fort of an Objection to myfelf, and 
chofe to wind up the Story this way. Tra- 
.gedies have been allowed, I know, to be 
written both ways very beautifully : But fince 
Terror and Pity are laid down for the Ends 
t)f Tragedy by the great Maftcr and Father 
.of Criticifin, I was always inclined to fancy 
that the laft and rttnaining Impreflions, 
which ought to be left on the Minds of an 
Audience, Ihould proceed from one of thefe 
t*a| They fboiUd be-^iruck with Terror in 

fcve- 



5Qk E^^ IkdicaHry. 

firraral paits^ of ilie PUy*^ but always coft* 

dude and go away withPity ; a fort of Regret 

proceeding from Good-nature, wluch tho* an 

Uneaiinefs, is not akogether difagreeabie ta 

the Perfon wko feels it. It was this Paflioa 

that die famous Mr. Otway fucceeded fo well 

in touching^, and muft and will at all times 

aflwrct People, who have any Tendemefs of . 

Humanity. If therefore I had (av'd Jr^ 

taxtrxes and Ameftris^ I believe (with fulx^ 

miflion to my Judges) * I had deftroy'd the 

greateft occ^on fw Compaflion in the whole 

Play. Any body may perceive, that Ihe is 

raised to fome degrees of Happinefs, by 

hearing that her Father and Hiilband are 

living (whom (he had fuppos'd dead) and 

by feeing the Enemy and Rrolecutor of her 

Family dying at her Feet, purpofcly, that 

the turn pf her Death may be more fur- 

prifing and pitifuL As for that- part of the 

C^je^tion, which lays, that innocent Perfons 

ought not to belhewn unfortunate j the Sue- 

cefs and general Appixxbation, jwhich many. 

of the beft Tragedies that have been writ>. 

and which w^re built on ihat^Foundation^ 

. have: 



The Eptftk Didicatoryi 

Tiave met with, will be a fufficient Anfwcf 
tfbr me. 

a 

. That which they call the Poetical Juftice, 
is, I think, ftridly obferv'd-, the two prin- 
cipal Contrivers of Evil, the Statcfinan and 
Prieft, are punifli'd with Death ; and the 
Queen is deposed from her Authority by hei" 
own Son ; which, I fuppofe, will be allowed 
as the fevereft Mortification that cou*diiap- 
pen to a Woman of her imperious Temper. 
If there can be any Excufe for my enter- 
taining your Lordlhip with this detail of 
Criticifms, it is, that I wou'd have this 
firft Mark of the Honor I have for your 
I-ordfhip, appear with as few Faults as 
poflible. Did not the prevailing Character 
of your Lordlhip's excellent Humanity and 
Good-nature encourage me, what ought I 
^ not to fear from the Nipenefs of your Tafte 
and Judgment ? TheDelicacy of your Re- 
flexions may be very fatal to fo rough a 
Draught as this is ; hut if I will believe (as 
I am fure I ought to do) all Men that I have 
heard fpeak of your Lordfhip, they bid 
me hope every thing from your Goodnefs. 
. . This 



^ ^he Epiftle Dedicatory. " 

Thi% is that, I muft fincerely ow n, which 
made me extremely ambitious of your 
Lordlhip"fe Patronage for this Piece. I am 
but too fenfible that there are a multitude 
of Faults in it; but fince the Good-nature 
of the Town has cover'd, or not takea 
notice of *em, I muft have fo much Dif- 
cretion, as not to look with an affedted 
Nicety into 'em myfelf. With all the Faults 
and Imperfefbions which it may have, I 
muft own, I fhall be yet very well fatisfy'd 
with it if it gives me an Opportunity of 
reckoning myfelf from this time> 



s 



2V/!<r LbRDSHiP*^ moft oledie:it 



and devoted bumMe Servant^, 



N, RowE. 



B 5 






P R O L O G V E, 

Spokea hy Mr. Bettertom.. 



IF ^/»g' Lovers yet Jifir^cf^ a Tsar^. ■> 

If a fad Story of a Maids Def^uir V 

fet Mwe Comftaffiffn in the fitying Fair ; <t 

TJhij Dof the P9it ikes hii jdrts emfhyy. 
Thefoft Acceffes of your Ssisls t» try^ 
l^or let the Stoic hi off his Mitid smmpvd*^ 
*Ihe Brute Fhilofopher, ijuho tiier has fronJtd 
^he Joy of iow^g cr ^ heing Lo<i/di 
Who /corns his Human Nature to confefs^ 
Andfidinng to he more than Man^ is lefu 
Nor let the Men the 'weepjing Fair accufe^ 
Ihofe kind Prote&ors of the Tragic Mu/e^ 
Whofe tears did mowtg Olway^j Labors cronvn. 
And madt the fpor Monimia'i Qrief their otsm : 
TbofeTears thrir Arty not Weaknefs^has eonfefly ' 
"Their Grief affrovd the Niune^ ef their Tafte, 
And they lu^t mofi^ heofujk theyju4^'d tie be8» 
O coullfthij Age*s Hunters hope to fact. 
An Audience to QampaJI^Qn thus inclin'di 
^he Stage 'would need no Farcey nor Song, nor Dance^ 
Nor Cafering Monfigur brought from a&ifve Francej 
Clinch and his Organ Fife, his Dogs and Bear, 
To native B^rnct might again repair,. 
Or breathe nvith Caf/ain Qttcr Bankfide Air : 
Majepc Tragedy [hoM once again 
h purple F-amp adoat the fuelling Scene. 



F R O I. O G U E. 

Ar Starch fiould ranfack all the Ancient t Store ^ 

Tie Fortunes of their Loves and Arms explore ^ 

Such as wiigbt fricje youy ht^Jbou^d pitafijcu more. 

JFbat Shakefpear durfl not, this hold AgeJ^u'ddo, 

And famous Greek and Ladn Beauties Jhew :. 

Shake fpesLTf ^who/e Genius^ to itfelf a Law^. 

Could Men in emery Height of Nature draw 9. 

And copyd all but W onsen that hefaw. 

^h'ofe* anciemt Heroines jour Concern fios^d moiie, 

^heir Grief and A^ger natch, hutmoft their Loi/e ;, 

For in the Account of every Age ive fad 

The heft euidfaireft of that Sex were iind, 

Ta Pitii ahv^s audio kve iwelind. 

Affertf jeFair Ones, nvhotn Judgment fi$'^ 

Your ecucifiut Esnfire over Love and Wit ; 

Jteform our Senje,. emd teach the Men iohty : 

They II leave iheir Tumbling^ if you lead the <iutff • 

Be hut vibat thoje before to Otway vtere : 

Q votnyou but as. kind! we know you are atffum. 



\ 
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Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfbnae. 

MEN. 

Artaxerxes, Prince of Perlia, Elder 1 

6'(7« to King Arfaces, iy a former > Mr, VertrugeiK 

^een» 3 

Artaban, Sou to Arfaces, hy Atemifa, Mr, Booth. 
Memnon, Formerly General to Ar- *> 

faces, no^ difgraced \ aFriend to>Mr,'^t.\Xtt\.Olxl 

Artaxcrxes, 3 

Mirza, Firft Minifter of StatCy in the\ •*. *y 

hitereft of Artemifa ^W Artaban. 5 ^' -freeman. 
Magas, Friefi of the Sun, Friend /« 1 , * -. 

mTZ2ianhhe^een. j il/r. Bowman, 

Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. Mr. Pack. 

Orch^nes, Captain oj the Guardi to \ ^^ p ., 

WOMEN. 

Artemifa, FormerfytheWtfeofTin-l 

i)afus A J^erBsLnLprd, now marritd v Af«r. Bany; 

to the King, atid^een of Perfla. \ 
Armeftri$, Daughter to Memnon, in 1 

love *withj ^^^f/s^V^ Arta-o^ikfii^.BracegirdleK 

xcrxC8. ^3 

Cleone, Daughter to Micza, in lo*ut 1 

ivith Artaxerxes, and btlo^^d byVMri, BowmaiK 

Artaban. J 

Biliza^ Qftipdent to Cleon^^ Jl&£. Martin* 



THE 



Ambitious Step -Mother. 

ACT I. SCENE I, 

A ROTAL PALACE. 

Enter at ftvtrd Doors^ Mirkai»i</Maga». 

MIR Z i. 
^T 7H A T bring'ft thoi*, Magat? Say, how feres 
VV ilw King? 

MAG AS. 
As (me, whom when we namberwith thffLivngv 
We fay the moft we can; Ao' fureit muft 
Se happier far, to quit a wretched Being, 
Than keep it on fuch Terms ; for as I enter'd 
The Royal Lodging, an nniverfal HolTO^ 
. Struck thro' my Eyes, and chtil'd my very Hearfj 
The chearful Day was every where (hut out 
With care, and left a more than midnight Darkne&t 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, 
That feebly lifted up their fickly Heads, 
Look'd faintly thro' cbe Shade^ and made it feem 



«4 * Th AmUthus Skp- Mother..^ 

More difmay by foch Light; while thoie that waited 
In folemn Scmtow jnix*d with wild Amazement^ 
Obferv'd a dreadful Silence. 

MIRZJ. 

DidH thou fee him : 
MAGAS. 
My Lord, I did: treading with gentle Steps, 
lo-each'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 
Of great Arfaces : j(ift a^s I approach'd. 
His drooping Lids, that feem'd for ever clos*d^ 
Were/aintly rear'd, to tell me that he lir'd : 
The Sails of Sight, dim and deprived of Motion, 
Sparkled no more with that majeAic Fire, 
At which ev*n Kings have trembled ; but had ioft. 
Their common ufefu) OfRce, and were ihaded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight* 
That (hew'd me human Nature fallen fo low,. 
I haftily rc^d. 

MIRZA. 
He dies too (boo ; 

And Fate, if poffible, muft be delay'd.. 
The Thought that. labors in my forming Brainy. 
Yet crttjie and immature, 4<em^nd« motst time. 
Have the Phyficians given up aU tbejr Hopes ?r 
Cannot they add a few Days ^ a Monarch, 
}a recpppenco of tboafand vulgar JPat^. 
Which th^ir Driig^ daily hafi«j» \ 

bIAG'A' S, 

As I paft 
The outward Room», I found them in Confulti 
f dfrk'd them if their. Art was at a Hand, 
And could not help the King«. They (hook their Headl^. 
And in moft grave and folemn wife unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but Words. 
Rank'd in right learacd Fbrafe i.all I could learn, .was-. 

That: 



The AmUsiMS Sup^M^her. 15 

ThatNatare^s kind!/ Warmth was quite extinA» 
Not could the Bteath of Act kiftdle again 
Th' Ethereal Fire. 

MIRZA. 
l/iy Royal Mlibefi Artemfdz Fate, 

And all her Son yosng Artaban% high Hapes 

Hang on diis lucky Cri£s ^ itace this Day 

The iuyighty Arutxirxet and old Memmm 

Enter Pfrfepolis : The yearly Pcaft 

Devoted to our Various God the Sun, 

Hides their Deiigafl under a holy Veil; 

And thus ileltgbn is a Mask for Fafiioik 

But let 4Keir G/uardiaa Genii iiill-be watchful. 

For if they chance to nod, vay waking Vengeance 

Sh^ii iii»l|r catck that Moment tp defiray 'cm. 

^is faid the £ftir Amejfris, J^smuonh Daoghter^ 
^omes in theix Conifany. 

MLRZA. 

That fatal Beanty^ 
With moft malignant Influence/ has .croU 
My firH and great ^Ambition. When my Frotherv 
l*he gDCU^CJeandtrt fell by A2mx«m*s Hand« 
(Yon know the Story 9/ oitr Honfes Qgarrel)' 
I fought the King for Jullice on. the Mnrdeter ^ 
And 10 confirm my Intereft in the Court, 
In confidence of mighty Wealth, and Power^ 
Aloag DekxAtfipom noble Anoeftors, 
And fomewhat o£ the. Beauty of the Maic^, 
I offei'd' my CUotteto the Piince, 
Fierce Artaxerxes,; he- with rude Difdain^ 
&efus*M the PfoflTer ;. and to grate me more^^ 
Pub/icly own'd his Pafficn for Ameftrh: 
Anil in defptte «v'n of his F«thex*s Jufticei. 
£i£Ous'd the Caufeof Memnon*. 

MAGAS. 



i€ Tie Ambitious Siep* Mother: 

MAG AS, 
Ev^n from that noted iEra^ I remember 
You dated all your Service to the Qjieen.. . . 

Our common Miflrefy. * • 

• MI^RZA. 

*Tis lnie> I did fo : Nor was it in vain ; 
She did me right» and fatisfy'd my Vengeance : 
Memnon was bani(h*d> and the Prince difgrac'd^. 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time» , * 
Since I have been admitted to her Council, 
And Teen her, with unerring Judgment, guide . 
The Reins of Empire, I have beea amaz'd. 
To fee hj^r more than manly Strength of Soul, 
Cautious in good Succefs, in bad unfhaken ; 
Still arm*d againft the uncertain Turns of Chance> 
Untouched by any Wcaknefs of her Sex,. 
Their Superftition, Pity, or their Pear ;,' 
And is a Woman only in her Cunning,. 
What Story tells of great Semiramisy 
Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes,. 
Has added more, fuch ArUmifa is« 

MAG AS. 

Sure ^twas a mark of an uncommon Geniu8> 
To bend a Soul like that of great Arfeues^ 
And charm him to her Sway. 

MIRZA 

Certainly Fate 
Or fomewhat like the Force of Fate was in it;; 
And ftill whene'er Remembrance fets that Scene. 
Before my Eyes, I view it with Amazement. 

MAG AS. 
I then was young, a Stranger to the Court, 
And. only took the Story as reported 
By different Fame; you muilhave l^nown it better.. 

MIRZA 
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MIRXA. V 

Indeed I did^ then favoured by the King^ 
And by that means a (harer in the Secret. 
'Twas on a Day of Publick Feftival, 
When beauteous Artemija flood to view 
(Behind the Covert of a golden Lattice,) 
The King and Court returning from the Temple : 
When juft as by hef Stand Arfdcts paft. 
The Window by defign or chance fell down. 
And to his viQW exposed her bluihing Beauties. 
She feem'd furpriz'd, and prefently withdrew i 
But ev'n that Moment was an Age in Love : 
So was the Monarches Heart for Paflion moulded. 
So apt to take at firft the foft Impreflion. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the Evil 
Already paft a Remedy, and vainly 
Urg'd the Refentment of her injured Lord : 
His Love was deaf to all. 

MAG AS. 
Was Tirihafus abfent ? 

MIRZA. 
He was then General of the Horfe, 
Under old Memnon in the Median War. 
But if that diftant View fo much had charm'd him> 
Imagine how he burnt,' when, by my Means, 
He viewed her Beauties nearer \ when each Aflion, 
And every graceful Sound confpir*d to charm him : • 
Joy of her Conqueft, and the Hopes of Greatnefs, 
Gave Luftre tocher Charms, and made her feem 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In fhort^ 
After ibme faint Refiftance, like a Bride 
Thatftrives awhile, tho' eager for the Blifs, 
The furious King enjoy'd her : 
And to fecure their Joys, a Snare was laid 
Fox her unthinking X^rd> in which he fell 

Before 



i8 fie Ambitms Step-Moiiit^ 

Before the Fame of this could reach his Ears. 
Since that« ibe lUl has by fucceiffol Arts 
Maintained that PowVj which firft her Be^ot)^ gain^ 

MJGJS. 

With deepeft Forefight, wiiely has ihe hid 
A fare Foundation for the future Greatsefs 
Of Jruihan^ her only darling Son. 
Each bufy Thought^ that rolls within her Breaft, 
Labors for him : The King, when iirii he iicken*i^ 
Declared he (hdu'd fucceed him in the ^bront. 

MIRZJ, 

That was a Point well gain'd ; nor were the Elderflujh 
Of Jrt^xtrxej worth our IcaU of Fears» 
If Memnon^ IntereH did not prop his Cauib. 
Since then they iland fecui*d« by being join'd» 
From reach of open Force, it were a Mafter-piccv 
Worthy a thinking Head, to fow Divifion 
And Seeds of Jealoufy, to loofe. thofe Bosds^ 
Which knit and hold 'cm up ; that fo divided. 
With eafe they might be ruin'd. 

MJGJS. 
That* s a Di^iCuIty next to impoffiWc* 

MIRZJ. 
Ceafe to think fo. 
The Wife and Adlive conquer Difficulties^ 
By daring to attempt *em : Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and fhiink at fight of Toil and Hazard, 
Aud make th' Impofllbiiity they fear : 
Ev'n Memnon\ Temper feems to give th' occafioni 
Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge ; 
Tho' bold, yet wants that Faculty of thinking, 
That ihould dired his Anger. Valiant Fools 
Were made by Nature fort4ie Wife to work with; 
They are dicir Tools, and 'tis the Sport of Statefmca, 
When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together. 

And 
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And fall by one another. 

MAG AS. • 

What youVefaid, 
Has wakM a Thought in me which may be lack/ ; 
£re he was banifh'd for your Brother's Murder, 
There was a Friendflup ^twixt us i and tho' then 
I left his barren Soil to root myfclf 
More fafely under your aufpicious Shade, 
Yet ftili pretending Ties of ancient Lore, 
At Kit Arrival here I'll vifit him : 
Whence this Advantage may at leaft be made. 
To ford his (hallow Soul. 

MIKZA: 

Oh much, much more ; 
'Twas happily remembered ; nothing gulls 
Thefecpen unfufpeAing Fools, like Friend fhip : 
Dnll heavy Things I Whom Nature has left honeft 
In merer Frugality, to fave the Charge 
She's at in fetting out a thinking Soul : 
Who, fince their own Ihort Underftandings reach 
>Jo fiirth^ than the prefent, think even the Wife, 
Like them, difciofethe Secrets of their Breads, 
Speak what they think, and tell Tales of thomfelvesi^ 
Thy Fun6lion too will varnifh o'er our Arts, 
^nd fan^ify Diifembling. 

MA GAS. 

Yet ftill 1 doubt. 
His Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare. 

MIRZA 
Tell him, the betjfecr to afltil the Fraud. 
That ev'n I wifli his Friendfhip, and would gladly 
Forget that Caufe of Hi.te, which long has held us 
At mortal diftance, give up my Revenge, 
A grateful Off 'ring to the public Peace. 

MAG AS. 



20 ' X^^^ ^^^i^s Step-Mother. 

MA GAS. 
Coald you zfft^d him fuch a Bribe as that^ 
A Brother s Blood yet unaton'd ? 

MIRZA. 

No, MagaSf. 
It is not in the Power of Fate to raze 
That Thought from out my Memory : 
Eternal Night, 'tis true, may caft a Shade 
On all my Faculties, extinguilh Knowledge, 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceafe i 
But whilft I Am, that ever will remain, 
And in my latell Spirits ftill furvive. 
Yet T would have thee promife that, and more ; 
The Friendfhip of the Queen, the Reftitution 
Of his Command, and Honors, that his Daughter 
Shall be the Bride of Artaban ; fay any thing : 
Thou know'ft the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths^ 
Like thofc of Lovers, the Gods laugh at 'em. 

MA GAS. 
Doubt not my Zeal to ferve our Royal Millrefs,. 
And in her Intereft yours, my Friend and Patron. 

MIRZA. 
My worthy Prieft I flill be my Friend and fhare 
The utmoft of my Powr; by Greatnefs rais'd, 

[Emhraciftg, 
Thou, like the God thou ferv ft, (halt (bine aloft. 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. 
But fee ! the Queen appears ; (he feems to mufe. 
Her thoughtful Soul labors with fome Event 
Of high Import, which buftles like an Embtya 
In its dark Room, and longs to be difclos'd. 
Retire^ kft we dillurb her. 

\Th^ retire to the fide of the Stage, 
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Enter the Qj; sen atternkd* 

^E E N. 
Be fix'd, my Soul, fix'd on thy own fiim B^fis ! 
fie conflant to thyfelf ; nor know tfie Weakncfs, 
Hie poor Irrefolution of my Sex : 
Difdain thofe ihews of Danger, that would bar 
My Way'to Glory. Ye diviner Pow'rs f 
By whom 'tis faid we are, from whofe bright Beings 
Thofe a^ve Sparks were (Iruck which move our CUy s 
1 feel, and I confefs th'Ethereal Energy, 
That bufy refttefs Principle, whofe Appetite 
Is only pteas'd with Greatnefs like yovir own : 
Why have you clogg*d it then with this doll Mafs, 
And fliut it up in Woman ? Why debased it 
To an inferior Part of the Creation } 
Since your own heavenly Hands miilook my Lot;, « 
*Tis you k^ve err'd, not I. Could Fate e'er mean 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to firibufw ! 
To fttch a Thing as he t a Wretch ! a Husband ! 
Therefore in juft Aflertion of myfelf, 
I ihook him off, and pafs'd thofe narrow Limits, 
Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great.' 
There is not, muft not be a Bound £ot Greatnefs ; 
PowV gives a Sandion, and makes all things joil. 

Ha ! Mirza ! Worthy Lord ! I faw thee not, 

[Seeing Mirza. 

So bufy were my Faculties in Thought. 

MIRZA. 
The Thoughts of Princes dwell in facrcd Privacy, 

Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar ; \Bvwing. 
* And like a Temple*s innermoft Recedes, 
' None enters to behold the hallow'd Myfieries, 

Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 

^een; 
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Wile Mrxaf wete my Soal a f*emple; fit 
For Gods and Godlike Coanfels to inhabit^ 
Thee only would I chafe of all Mankind, 
To &c tke Piieft, ftill favor'd with Accef&; 
Whofe.friercmg Wit, fway'd by unnerring Jodgmentt 
Might mingle even with aifemhled Gods, 
When lliey derife unchangeable DecreeSj 
And call *em Fate. 

MIRZJ. 
> Whatever I am, each Faculty, 
The utmoft Power of my exerted SoaU 
Prcferves k Being only for your Service i 
And when I am not yours, I am no more. 

^UEEN. 
Timefliall notknowan End of my Acknowledgments! 
But eVery Day of our contino'd Lives 
B&witnefs of my Gratitude, to draw 
The Knot, which holds our common Intereft, clofer : 
Within fix Days, my Son, my Jrtaban^ 
Equally 4ear to me as Life and Glory^ 
In public ihall efpoulie the fair Cleoney 
And be my Pledge of everlafting Amity. 

MIRZA. 
O Royal Lady I yoa oatbid my Service ; 

.^d all Returns iare vile, but Words the pooreft. 

^tJEEK 
Enough ! be, as thou hafl been, fiill my Fdend^ 
I ask no more. But I obferve of late, 
. Your Daughter grows a Strange to the Court ; 
Ifiaow you the Caufe ? 

MIRZA. 
A melancholy Girl ; 
Such ialMr Infancy her Temper was. 
Soft even beyond her Sex's Tenderiiefs ; 
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B7 Natare pidfal, and apt to grieve 

for the MiOiaps of u>thers, and fo make 

The Sorrows of the wretched World her own : 

Her Clc&c and the Gods fiiare aH her time» 

Except when (only by ibme Maid attended) 

She feekt fome (hady folitary Grove, 

Or by the gentle Murmurs of (bme Biook 

Sits fadly Mnbg to a Tsde of Sorrow, 

Till with her Tears (he fwell the aai^row Sti^KBU 

It is not well, thefe Thought) muft be remorM j 
That eating Canker, Grief, with wafieful Spite, 
Pre3r8 on the rofy Bloom of Youth and Beanty : 
Bat Love (hall chafe away thefe Clouds of SadaeA^ 
My Son (hall bieat^e fo warm a Oak of Sfght, 
As fliall derive thoie Ificles that hang 
Like Deadi about her Heart. 
Atbsad OS, holy M^»u, to the King, 
Nor ceafe to importune the mighty Gods 
To grant him Health, tho* much I fear in yain. 

ExaaU Queen, Magas, a/iti JttindanH, 

Manet M i a z a. 

This meddling Prieft longs to be found a Fool: 
Thinks he that Mtmnm^ Soldier as he is, 
Thoughdefs and dull, will liHen to his Soo£^ing? 
Howe'er I gave his wife Propofal way. 
Nay, urgM him to go cm ; the (hallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 
And make him firtnly mine, fpite of his Fears, 
And natural Inconftaiicy. 
White Choice remains, he will be Hill nnfteddy. 
And nothing but Neceffitjr can fix him. ' [Extt. 

. • Entif 
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£«/^ Artaxbrxbs, Memnon, and Attendantsl 

ARTAXERXES, 
Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
Wc enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for : 
Each bufy Face we meet, with Wonder ftarts, 
And feem« amaz'd to fee as. 

MEMNON. 
Well may th' ignoble Herd 
Start, if with heedlefs Steps they unawares 
Tread on the Lion's Walk : a Prince's Genius 
Awes with fuperior Greatnefs all beneath him. 
With Wonder they biehold the Great Arfaces 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In yon tjiey fee him, fuch as oft they did 
Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conquell, 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, 
And with their Songs and Dances bleft his Triomph; 
Now bafely aw'd by factions Priefts and Women, 
Theyftot at Majefty, and feem furpriz'd, / 
As if a God had met *em. In Honor's Naos^, 
Why have we Jet this be ? why have we knguiih'd. 
And fufier'd fuch a Government as this 
To wafte our Strength^ and wear our Empire low? 

ARTAXERXES. 
Curfe be the Means by which thefe Ills arofe> 
Fatal alike to me as to my Country; 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge. 
Has yet with Indignation only feen. 
Cut off by Arts of coward Priefts and Statefmen, 
(Whom I difdain'd with fervile Smiles to court,) 
From the great Right which God and Nature gaTe^, 
My Birthright to a Throne. ^ 

MEMNON. 

Nor Priefts, nor Statefmea, 

Could 
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Could have compleated fach aa fll as that. 
If Women had not mingled in thcMifchief; 
IfJrtmiJahad not by her Charms^ 
And all her Sex's Cunning, wn»ght the King, 
. Old, obvious to her Arts, decayM in Greatnefs, 
Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Jtift crawling on the Verge of Wetched life^ 
A Burden to himfelf, aiid his Friends Pity, 
Among his other Failings, to forget 
All that a Father and a King could owe 
. To fach a Son as you s— — 10 cut you off « 

From your Sncceffion, from your Hopes of Empire, 
And graft her upffaut OfBpringon to Royalty. 

JRTJXBRXES. 

But if I bear it. 
Oh may I live to be my Brother's Slave, 
The Scorn of thofe brave Friends that own my Caufe ; 
May yon, my Father, fpum^ine for a Coward^ 
May all my noble Hopes of Love and Gloiy 
Leave me to vile Defpair. By Heaven, my Heart 
Sits lighter in my Bofom, when I diink ^ 
That I this Day (hall meet the Boy my Brother, 
'Whofe young AmUtioii with afj^g Wingi 
Dares ev'n to mate my Greatnefs. 

. MEMNON. 

Wuae, that Speaks 
Minntely every Circumftance of Princes, 
Defciibes him bold, and fiercely Ibnd of PoiMr, 
Which ev'ninfpitfofNatoreheafieAsi 
Impatient of Command, and hardly deigning 
To be controul*d by his imperious Mother. 
*Tis faid too (as no Mean» were left untry'd. 
Which might prepare awl fit iSm to contend 
With a fuperior Right of Biith 9M<4 Merit) 
That Books, and the politer Arts (Which thofe 

Vol. L C W^^^ 
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Who know admire) have been his Care; already 

He mingles in their Councils, and they trait ' ' ^ 

His Youth with Secrets of important Villany, \' ^' \ 

The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire him. 

Stile him a God in Wifdom. 

^RTAXERXES. 
Be that his Glory : ^ . .. 

Let him with Pedants hunt for Praifc in Books, 
Pore out his Life amongft the lazy Gown-men, 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancy 'dij'nowledge. 
Unequal to the Talk of vaft Ambltioti'7 " 
^Ambition f the Defire of aftivt Souls, ' 
Th^jt puihes 'cm beyond ■ the Bouiids of Nature, 
And alev^ates the Hero to the Gods. 
But fee f my Love, yoqr beauteous. Daughter comes. 
And ev^n Ambition fickens at her Sight. 

Enttr A M £ 8 T R ijs att0i(ikd*i^ . 

R«vengc, and fierce DefiVes of Glory ,^ ceafe 
To urge my Paffiotis, maier'd byher Eyes; ' 
And only geWlc rites now warm my Bre^ft. 

A ME ST R IS, 
I come, fl!y Father, to attend your prSer. 

' [To Memnon, 
MEM NO If, • ' ■' 
'Tis welh and I.wckild.have thee ftill benear mc. 
Thfc Malice' of the Faftion which I hate, 
.Would vent itfelfev'n on'thy Innocendp, '*' 't' - ' ' 
Wert t^QW. »ot {a£t under ^a Father's Care! - - ' ^ » 

, J RTA XERXES. ■ ' 
Oh fay a Lover's too ; nor ca6 you hav« 
An Interefl; in her Safety more than mine. 
Love gives,a l^ight fupetior ev'« to Natnre ; 
Or Love fa Nature in the nobleft Meaning, • 
Tlie paufe toid the Prefervcr of the WwW. 
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TtieTe Arms, tba(t tong tosurefs thee tamy Bof<wS«» • ' 
Forever fhall defend tbc^. ■• • . » , :- ; 

MEMMON. . - ' • \ 

llkerefbrej my Son^ ^ ' - 

Unto yoiii: Care I leave our common Charge ; 
Tigeanes with oqr Friends expe^ my Orders : - ^ 
Thofe when I have difpatchM , upon the Jnftant 
I willxetam, and meet, at yoar Apartment. 

[Exit Mcmnbn. 
J RT A XERXES. 
Come to my Amsy an^ let me hide'lhee there 
From all thofe Fears that vex thy beating Heart ; ^ ' 
Be fafe and free from all thofe fancy'd Dangers, 

That haunt thy Apprehenfipn ..1. ! 

' A M ESTRIS. .; ' 

_ Can you blame mei ' ' 
If from Retirement draytrn, and pleafing^ Solitude, - r ^ 
I fear to tempt this itormy Sea the World, .. • '>'-'' 
Whofe ev'iy Beach is ib-ew'd withWred&fttOf Wjre^i^hes • 

That daily perifhin it? Curft Ambitioal 

Why doll thou come to trouble my Repofe, 
Who have evln from my Infancy difcUim'jd t;hee? 
J RTJ XERXES./' : . 
Ceafe to co;nplain, my Lovp^^nd let do Thoughd. 
But what brings Peace an^J^oy, approach thy.Breaft. *' 
Let me impart my manly Fires to thee, ) 

To warm thy Fancy to a Tafteof Glory; ,/ .' 

Imperial Power and purple Greatn^s wait thee, 
And fue for thy Acceptance : by the Sun, 
And by Arfacef Head, I will not moant 
The Throne of Qyrus^ but to (hare it with thee. 
' AMMSTRIS. 
Vain Shews of ^applnefs I Deceitful Pageantry ! 
Ah f Prince, hadft^thou but known the Joys that dwell 
WithhumblerFortunes, thou wouldH curfe thy Royalty. 

Cs Had 
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Had P«te mllQtted us feme clbfeure Village, 

Where only bleft with Life's Neceffides, 

We might have paf$*d ta Peace our happy Days, 

Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires faring ; 

There no Step-Mother, no ambitious Bro^r, 

No wicked Statefman,, would with impious Arts . 

Have &x)ve to wrefl from us our fmall laheritancey 

Or fiir the fimple Hinds to notfy Faflion : 

Our Nis^ts had all been bleft with balmy Slumbers, 

And all our waking Hoars beeAcrowti^d with Love. 

J RT A XERXES. 
Exquifite Charmer I now by Orojka^s^ 
I fwear, dty each foft Accent meks my Sotd : 
The Joy of Conqueft, and immortal Triumph, 
Honor and Gnatnefs, all that iires the Hero 
To high fixjfdoiti, atnd everlaHing Fame, 
Grows vile in iight of idiee. My haughty Soiil» 
By Nature fierce, and pandng after Glory, 
Could be- conient to live obfcure with thee. 
Forgotten and i^nknown of all but my Amefiris. 

A MEST RIS. 
No, Son of great Arfaces, tho* my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weaknefs, and wouM fly 
From Nc^fi^and Fadlion, and fromTatal Greatnefs ; 
y^ for thy fsdce, thou Idol of my Heart, 
(Nor will I blaih to own the facred Flame, 
Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my fireaft) 
For tHy kxv'd fake, fpite of my boding Fears, 
in meet the Danger which Ambition brings. 
And tread one Path with thee : Nor ihalt ihou lolc 
The glorious Portion which thy Fate deiigns thee, 
jFor thy Ameftrii Fear$. 

A RT A XE RXES. 

Giye me thofe Fears; 

For 



Far ill things wiU be well. 

J MESTRIS. 

Giant it, ye Vowtts : 
This Day^before your Altars will I kneel. 
Where all my Vows (hall for my Prince be ofier'd 1 
StiH let Saccefi attend him, let Mankind 
Adore in bim yonnafible Divinity ; 
Nor win I Importune you for myfelf. 
But fnm up all I aik in Anaxerxet, 

J RT A XERXES. 
And dQubt qqI but the Gods m^UI kinflly hear 
Their Virgin Votary, and grant her Pf ay'rj 
Our glorious Sun, the Sp.urie of Light^and Heat, 
Whofe Influence chears the World he did create, * 
Shall faille on &ee ffoin his meridian Skies, 
And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes ; 
Thy Eyes, which, eoold has own fair Beams decay. 
Might ftine for him^ and blels die World with Day. "^ 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. S C E N-E I. 

An Apartmsnt sf the Palace. 
Enter ME^INpN ^aaiMAGAS. 

t 

• MEM NO if. ; 

THOSE who. am wife in Coum, my hfAy Sir, 
Make Friendihips with the Minillers of State, 
Nor leek the Ruinf of a wretched £xile» 
Left there fhoul4 be Contagipn ia Misfortunes, 
And make th' Alliance fatal. 

MJGJS. 

Friends like Me/imon 
Are worth being fought in Danger : Since this Age, 
Of moft flagitious "Note, degenerates . 
From thc'fam'd Virtue of our Anceftors, 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
Whom fliould we feek for Friendihips but thofe few, 
Thofe happy f6w, within whofe Breafts alone 
The Footfteps of loft Virtue yet remain ? 

MEMNON. 
I pry 'thee Peace 5 for nothing mift>ecomes 
The Man that wonldbe thought aFriend, likeFlatterjfc.i 
Flattery! themeaneft kind of bafediflembling. 
And only us'd t© catch the groffeft Fools : 
Befides, it ftains the Honor of thy Fundion, 
Which, like the Gods thou ferv'ft, fliould be fincere. 

MA GAS. 
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MA GAS, •' 

By that Sincerity, , by all the Service 
My Friendlhip can exprefs, I wonld. approve it ^ 
And tho' I went not from PerfeptUs 
Companion of year Bj(ile> yet my Heart 
Was with yoa ilill ; and what I could I did, 
Befeeching ev'ry God for your Return : 
Nor were thofe Vows in vain, iince once again, 
'Tis giv'n me tq behold iay Friend ; nay more. 
Would you agree, to keep yoa here forever. 

MBM.NjO^. 
The Gods, 'tis true, arejuft, an<ihave, Ihope, 
At length decreed an end to piy Misfortunes ; 
At leaft they give me this, to die with Honor, 
When Life grows vile or burde&foAe, 

' MAGAS. 
By me they. oSef alltbat.yoa can afk. 
And point jin.eafy way to Happinefs. 
Spare them the Wouiij^ oar wretched Country fearsy 
The thouiand 111$ which Civil Difcord brings. 
Oh ilill thatNqife ofWar, whofe dread Alarms 
Frighten Repofe from Country Villages, 
And fUr rude Tumult up, and wild Diftra6tion 
In all our peaceful Cities. 

MEMNON, 

Witnefs for me, 
Ye awful Gods, who,view our JAmoft Thoughts f 
i took not Arms, till urgM by Self-defence^ 
The eldeft Law of Nature. ' ^ 

Impute not theif thofe Ills' that^ay enfue 
To me, but thofe who with inceifant Hate 
Purfue ray Life, whofe Malice fpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabric 
May .in the aniverlal £.oin burn. * 

C 4 MAGAS. 
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MAG AS. 
And yet er'n tbcre perhaps you jndge too raflilyy 
Impetaoos Pafiioa hmties yon io fdA^ 
Yon eumotm^fk tk' Advantage of your Fortune. 

MEMNON, 
Has not the Law been urg'dto fet a Brand 
Of foul Diihonor on my hoary Head ? 
H4 ( am I not proferib'd ? . 

MA GAS. 

Forget that Thought, 
That jarring grates your Soul, and turns the Harmony 
Of bleiled Peace to curft inftmal Difcord. 
Hate.andits fttal Caofes all fliall ceafe. 
And MemMt^t Name be honored as of old. 
The braveft and the moil fuccefsful Warrior, 
The fortunate Defender of his Coontfy. 

MEMNON. 

*Tis true (nor will it feem a Boaft to own) 
I have fought well i^xFitfia^ and repay'd' 
The Benefit of Birth with honift Service ; 
Full fifty Years hamefs*d in rugged Steel, 
I have endnr'd the biting Winter's Bkft, 
And the feverer Heats of parching Summer : 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Conches 
Amidd a Crew of Harlots and fof^ Eunuchs, 
Were at my Coft fecure in Luxury : 
This IS a Juftice M/>«:^s Self muft do me. 

MA G A ^ 

Even he, tho'fatal Accidents have fet 
A moll unhappy Bar between your FriendAnp, 
Lamenting that there hjtd been Caufe of Enmity, 
And owning all the Merit of your Virtues, 
Will often wifli Fate had ordain'd you Friends. 

MEMNON 

Our God, the Sun, fhall fooner change hi* Courfe, 

And 
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And aU th'LnpoffibiUties, which Poets- 
Comtto txtramgaMc of loofe Deftriptioii, 
Shall (ooaet hv. . 

MAG AS. 

TO. ^ . J^e* *«"=«, noble JMwww .• 
When bjr the Duty of my Prieflhood moT'd. 
And in juft Deteftation of the Mifchieft 
Inteftine Jar» produce, I w^d wift Mna, 

To flop thofe Wounds at which hi. Country bleed.; 
Gnev d at the Thought, he TOw'dhis whole Endeavor 
aaonld be to dofe thofe Breaches : 
That er'n Cltamin'i Death, and all thofe Quanels 
That long have nonrift'd Hatbed in your H^nfes, 
J«iooM be in Joy of public Peace forgotten. 

MEMNON. ■ 
Oh conld'ftthou charm the Malice of a Stateiinan 
And make him quit his Purpofc of Revenge ' 

Thy Preaching might refimn the guilty Work 
"oa Vice would be no -moie. 

MAG AS. 

Ml bind the Confirmation by her Son, 
•And uks the fair Amtftris for Prince Artakot. 

MEMtfON. 
were thjt the only Terms, it were impolSble 
„ MAG AS. •' ^ 

nm wou'd not fhun'th' Alliance of a Prince ? 
„ , MEMNON. 

No. for it is die Gloiy of my Pate^ 
That AttoMTxtt is dofign'd my SoiC 
W4th every Giftce and Koyal Virtue crown'd • 
w««. juft, and merciful, fu«h as .Mankind * 
IWhen In the Infant World firft Governments 
«^w by Choice) would hart defign'd a King 

9 5 MAG AS. 
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. M4GAS. 
Unbounded PowV^ and Height of Qrealn^eis gi^e 
To Kings that Luftre, which we think divine ; 
The Wife, who know 'em, know they are but Men^ 
Nay fometimes weak ones too: the Crowd indeed. 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 
Worihip the Deity their Hands have made. 
The Name oi Jrtatim will be as great 
As that of Cyrus y when he (hall poHefs 
(As /ure as he (hall) his Throne. 
,yy IfiEMNON. 

Ha I What means Ke ? 
This Villain. Prieft ! Bat hold my Rage a litde. 
And learn Diffimulation : 111 try him further. [Jfi^, 
Yott talk in Riddles, when you name a,Throne> 
And jirtahan\ \he Gods v^ho portion out 
The Lots of Priuces as of private Men,- \ . 
Have put a Bar between his Hopes and.Empire. 

^* MJGJS. • 
What Bar? 

MEMNQN. 
The t)eft, an elder Brother's Claim. - 
\MJGAS,^ • .^ 

That's eaiily remov'd ; the King thejr Father, 
On juft ind weigh'tyReafpns, has decreed ** 

His S^gpter to. the Yburtger ; add to th^s, , .. 
The- joint Conciirifenice of ovcr^erJtaH Ldki!s, * ' ' 
Who only want, your Voice td make it firm. 

MiMNO.N: ''^ ' 

Can I, can they, tin SLtiy ftonell Hand, , ^ 
Join in an Aft like this ? 'is not tjie Elder ' ' * , ,, 

By Nature pointed outYot Prefei-cnca t " • - • \ 
Is not MsRighVinrolfd ai«oiig'th6fe liJ^J • ' ' ' 

Which keeps the World's v^ Frame in BeiutmsOrder''? 
Ask thofe thou.narii'ft But nq\ifj \yhtitmade thfen;i'LA-ds? 
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What Titles had tfaey W>. if Merit only 
Could have conferred a Right* if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thni(i the woiift-deferving firii» 
And ilaxnp'd the noble Mzxk, of Elderflup 
UpoB their bafpr Metal I * 

MAGAS. 

Sure there may be 
Reafons of fo much Pow*r and cogent Force, 
As ma/ ev'nfet afide this Right of fiiith; * 
If Sons have jR^l^s, yet Fathers have Vm too. 
'Twere an invidious Task to enter into 
The Infolence* and other Faults which mov'd 
Royal Arfaces to a juft Difpleafure 
Agsdnft his ddeft Son, Prince ArtaxerxiSn 

MEMNOK 
Hal dare not for t^y Life, I charge thee dare not 
To brand the ipotlefs Virtue of my Prince 
With FalfiiQo4 of moil bafe and damn'd Contrivance. 
I tell thee, envious Prieft; ihould the juft Gods 
Require fevere Accotmt of thy paft Life, 
An4 charge Remembrance to difpofe thy Crimes, 
In Ranl&suul hideous Order to thy View, 
Horror and Guiit of : Soul would make thee < mad. 

• MAGAS.^ .. 
You take the Matter farther than I meant it : 
My Frifindftiponly aims.at your Advantage, 
Would point you out k way to Peace and Honor, . 
And in return of ^is,* your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. 

MEMNON. ; 
Aw^yJ .1 tannot bear thy bafe DiiTembling, 
My honeft SquI difdains thee and thy Fxiendlhip. 
Howioaftii»tt dar'd Jp think fo vilely Qf«me, 
That I. would condefcend .to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for a Prince s Ruin i 
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, A Prince die Joy and KoiiOf of Mankind, 
As miieh fuperior to tbe reft of Kings, 
As they thenfelines wn above-commoii'Men; 
And is the vene Image of the Gods. - 
Wcr't thou not privileged like Age and Womca, 
My Sword (hould reach thee, and revenge theWrong 

:Thy Tongu* ha» done his Fame. 

MA GAS. ' > 

Ungratefh) Lord f 
Would'^ t^oo invade my Life, as a Relunv 
For proffered Love ? But let th' Event declavev' 
How great a Good by ne fmcerety dSMd^ 
Thy dull Romantic Honor has refo$'«k < - 
And fmce I have diiichavg^d tkt Debt I ow'd 
To former Friend(hip» if tJieGods hereafter 
Send RttiA down,^ and pSagaet^ii^^i^f^CDllfttficiift^ ~ 
Remember me m vain, aiKi eiirfe thy Fotty. ' ' ' • 

MEMNOK . 
No, my Remembrance trcafttxea bosftft Tli€9i^ts» 
And holds not things 1^ tkee j. i feonithy Fnendihip^ 
And would not owe my Life toCadi a Yillaia: 
But tboa ut hardly Saint enongLtOi peophefy^. 
Were all thy Tribe like thec^ it might well ftartle 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when throng fuch Haiid$ 
The Knowled^ of the God& is reacVd tq Man. 
But thus thofe Gods iivflf udk us., that not all 
(Who like Intraders thYuft into theiF Service^ 
Aad turn the holy OfGce to a Trade) 
Participate their iacred Infiaence. 
This then is your own Caitfe ; ye awfiil Powen^ 
Revenge yourfelves, your violated Altai«» 
That thoiib who with unhaOow'd Hands approach. 
May tremble at yoor JufUte. {Exit Atonfion. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. The PALACE, 

Enter the Qj3%%n^ Ar t ab A N» MiRZ A„ 
Mag a^ 0nd JtUnAmU^ 

JRTABJN. 

MY Brother tken is come I 
MIRZJ. 

MyLori, Pfewliim, 
With him old hanghtf Memnen $ as they pafs^d. 
With fierce Difdain they riewM the gazing Ci^pwd* 
And with damb Pride feem'd to'negle^ that Wor/hxp^. 
Which yet thdy wffti'd to find : this way they mbve^ ^ 
'Tls faid to ask an Audience of the' King. 

9UBEN, . 
Mirza, 'tis welT, Ithank thy timely Car«; 
Here will we fece this Storm of rnfblence. 
Nor fear the noify Thunder, let it toll, 
Then burff, and fjjcnd' at once its idle Ragev '» 

Why meet we thus-like ^rangliag Advocates, 
To urge the Jaftice of our Caufe with Words ? 
I hats this Parle, 'tis taiAe: if we muft mt^ 
Give me ^ly Arms, and let a^ fiake «t once 
Our Rig^ti^ of ft^erit and of Elderibip, 
And prove iilee M«b oitf Tide. 

.. MIRZA. 

They come faiT0«ad«t1b/a CkowA of Fiiendsi 

To ^ike thfo' th^e were dan^sMNK and rilh. 

Fate wsuts for theiB elfeudifre mtk (caaiii &oi»: 

Frcoi 
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From Mirxa\ Hand expe& it. 

^ ^UEETT, 

Be it fo : 
Aofpicioas Sage, I truft thee with my.Poitone, 
My Hopes of Greatnafs, do thou guide 'em all. 
For me and for thyfelf. My Son,. give way. 
Nor let thy hafly Youth difturb with Outrage -^ 
The prefent neceffary Face of Peace ; 
Occaiions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy thy Arms and Courage. 

J RT4BJ N. 

I obey. 
And willingly refign th* unmanly Taik. 
Words are indeed your Province. 

MIRZA. , 

, My Royal Miftrefs, . 

Prepare^ to meet with more than brutal Fdry 
From the fierce Prince and Mtmnon. 

WeU I know 
The Infolence and native Pride of each, 
With fcurriie Taunts and blackeft Infamy 
They load my Name : But let the Wretches rail, 
A Woman's Vengeance waits 'em. 

Ml^ZrA. 

T\ty ar^ hefc.^ 

Enter <Ani t aJcerzsc , Mfi mho n , : an^i Jaendantf. 
A RTA^XERXES. 

Ye tutelar Gods, who ^uarf this -Royal •Fa1>ric, ' 
And thou, O Orofmadei-^ the Prote£k)r 
Of the great Perjidn R^^^r'^et my Father, 
Royal 'jf^ySi^^tjj^rtftgte with your Godheads, 
Grant mb»i«Hce hikywbiaijr before his Feit • 
His EldefWwrinr, Wtf^ii^WvM ArTaxtrxny - - : 
To Offir «iy ObedJikice whift Age 5 - - - i 

•' i * All 
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All that a Son can owe to fuch a.Fa^er. . . i 
Yon, wlio wiA haggard Eyca fUre wUdJy on me. 
U (as by your Attendance here yqn fefai): ; f , j 
You feive t^c King my Father, lead j^ae to him, - 

-Afid doft thott wonder that Mankind fhould flare. 
When Parricides and Rebels, in defpite 
Of Nature, Majefiy, and Reverend Age>^ . ' 

With impious Force and ruffian Violenc^ 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life; '' 

Cut of his ihort Remains ? . . . ' ' ' 

ARTJXERXES. 

Ha! fay 'ft thou. Woman? 
I pry'thee Peace, and urge not a Reply j 

I would not hold acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
; .. ^UEEN. 

Ye righteous Pow'rs, whofe Jufticeawes the World, 
tet not your Thunders fleep when Crimes like thefe 
Stalk in the open Air/ - ' - • • • • 

JRTJXERjtES. ' ' ' '■ ' 
Thy Friell inftrdfts thee, ' 
Elfc fure thou hadft not dar'd to tempt the Gods, 
And trifle with their Juftice j Canft thou name it. 
And look on me ? on me, whom thy curft' Aits , - ' 
Have flrove to bar from native Right to' Empire, ' 
Made me a Stranger to ai father's Love, . • 

And broke the Bands of Nature^ which once held. mo 
The neareft to his Heart ? * 

^UEEN. 

Had he not reafon. 
When thott with Rebel Infolence didft dare 
1 o own and to protedl that hoary Ruffian; « 

[Poising to Memnon. 
And in defpite ev'n of thy Father's Juftice, . , 
To ftir the fadious Rabble up to Arms ' ' - ' - 

• For- 
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For Urn ; all4 make ft Mord^rcr^s Caufc iky own f 

MEMlfON. 
I had anaffer l^i^v (nor ftonldft thoa mo^ me, 
lafnltnig- Qaeen, to- Words » did not Remembrance ~ 
With Horror ftingmy S6ol for Tiribajus^ ^ 

Thj murdered Lord) when by my htsi Orders, 
And by his own^ high£oarage org'd, he fblf. 
To make thy way to guilty Greatnefs eafy. 
I thoOght h^ then a Traitor (for thy Arts 
Had taught dke Royal Mandate (o to ca!l himy 
T6o big for public JufGce^ and On ^at Pretence 
Confented to the Snare that catch*d his Life ; 
- So my obedient Honeify was made 
The Pander to thy Laft and black Ambition. 
Except the Guilt of that accurfed Dky« 
In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, 
From blooming Youth down to decaying Age, 
My Fame ne*er knew a Stain of foul Diihonor; 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art. 
The Caufe and the Contriver of that Mifchieif. 

^UEEN. 

"What nam'ft diou 7/W^^// be his Guilt 
Foigotten with his Memory. Think on Qeander, 
And let the Furies that enquire for filood, 
jStir Horror up, and bitterefl Remorfe, 
To g^w thy anxious Soul. Oh great Qeandir t 
Unworthy was thy F^te, thou firjfi of Warriors, 
To fall beneath a bafe AiTafTrn's Stab, 
Whom all the thlrfty Inftruments of Death 
Had in the Field of Battle fought in vain. 

MEMNON. 

In tghl of Haaven, and of the equal Gods^ 
T will avow that my Revenge was juft ; 
My injured Honor could not ask for lefs : 
Sin^e he refus'd to do a Soldier's Jufiice, 
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I us^d him as I ought. 

Amazing jSoldnefs ! 
And dar'ft thou call that Aa a Soldier's JuSice ? 
Bidft thoo not meet ^im with diflembkd Friend/hip, 
Hiding the Raicor of. thy Heart in Snules ! 
When he (whoie open unfafpe<^ng Nature 
Thought thee a Soldier honefl as hlmlelf} 
Came to the Banquet as fecurcof Peace, 
By mutual Vows renew'd j and in the Revel 
Of that luxurious Day,, forgetting Hate, 
And every Caufe of ancient Animofity, 
Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth aad Friendlhip : 
Then Menmon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The iprightly Juice infufing g€ntl€tf Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldefl fir^s) 
Unequal to him ia the Face of Waf, 
Stole on Ckottder with a Coward's MaGce, 
And flruck him to the Heart. 

M^,EMN>ON. 

By the ftern God, 
By Mart^ the Patron of my honored Wars, 
•Tis bafely falfe.^ In his own drunken Bwiwl - 
The Boafter fell. I bore his la vifli Tongue, ' , 
Nor thought him worth mySword, 'till(his cold Temper 
Warm*dwith the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat i . 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valor,. 
I took him at his Word, and (with my Sword 
Drawn againfl his in equal Oppofition) 
I kiird him while it lafted. 

JRTAXERXES. 
• Ceafewe, my Friend, 

This Women's War of Railing; when they talk. 
Men (hould be OiU,. and let Noife tire itfel£ 
I cam^ to find a Father, tho' my Pears 

Sttggell 
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Snggell the worft of Evils to my Thoughts^ 
And make me dread to hear 'Jrfaiei Fate : 
Lead^ Memnott^ to the Prefencc. 

; . , ■ ^UE EN, ' ••'-"'■ 

' ' Prince; you p^fi not; 
Gaards, keep &e Ooor ; the King youf Father lives^ 

^ ART A XERXES. 

Ha ! if helives, .why lives he not to me ? 
Why am I thus (hot out and banifh'd from him I 
Why are'my Veins rich with his Royal Blood i 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ferve him I ' ' 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, , ' ,' ' ' ! 

And watch Ms fickly Slumbers, that nif Vouth \ 

May with its Service glad his drooping Age, 
And his cold Hand mayblefs me ere he die« 
Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his^ Crown, 
But let me keep my Right to filial Pietf, ' 

- ^UEEN: ' •••' '' . •'' '- 

Well haft thou urg'd the ipecious Natrte of Duty 
To hide dcform'd Rebellion : Haft thpu not 
With thy falfe Arts poifonM his PeopIe> Loyalty ? 
What meant thy pompous Progrefs thro' the Empire ? 
Thy vaft Profufion to the fiaftious Nobles, 
Whofe Intereft fways the Crowd; and ftirs upltlutiny ? 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, difdaiiifhl Soul ; ' ' * 
Stoop to the meaneft Arts which^catch the Vulgar?" 
Herd with *ero, fawn up6n 'em," -and carcfs *em) ' 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs',' ' *- ■ 
And mkkc them Judges of thy Father's Juftice,> \ 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luft of Power 
Has funk thy Father more than all his Years, 
And made him wither in a green old Ag^, 

. JRTJXERXE.L 
Falfe all as Hell : Ndr fa'ad I arm'd mj Friends 

..' . • • - '-Bui 
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But to defend diat Right '- 

■ ^VE.E'N.' ■ ^ . ' ■ 
Doft thoa not come, . 
Impatient of Delay, to haflen Fate ? 
To bring that Death, the lingering Difeafe 
Would onlj^fbr a Day or two defer ? 

JRT'J XERXES. 
I hear thee, and difdain thy little Malice, 
That dares to ftaih my Virtue witli a Crime 
It views with moft Abhorrence ; but Reproach 
Is loft on thee, ilnce Modeffy, with all 
The Virtues that adorn thy Sex, is fled. 

^UEEN. 
AudadoQs Rebel f " 

JR'TJXERXES. 
In^mous Adulterefs f 

Stttfi of my Father's Bed,' and of his Thmne f 

^RTJBJN. ' 
Villain, *oa l/'A. O Madam, give me way, ' 
[Ti9 the ^um^ m^h Mdt him, drawing his SnvorJ, 
Whatever bars ray Fory, calls me bafe. 
Unworthy of the Honor of your Son. 

^UEEN. 
Hold, Jrtaham ; My Honor faffers not 
From his lewd Breath, nor fhall thy Sword profane 
With Brawls or Blood the Reverencb of this Place, 
To Peace andikcred Majefty devoted. 

ART A XERXES. 
Ha ] Who art thou ? 

JRTASJN. 

The Son of great Arjaces. 

ARTAXERXES. 

No« 'tis faUe i thy forging Mother^s damnM Contri^ 

vance. [pointing to MuPzat 

Seek for thy Fadier in that plotting Fellow,. '- 

The Hero's Race difdaimsthee. Why doft thou frown. 

And 
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And knit diy boyifh firow ? Doft thou dare ought ' 
Worthy the Rank pf the DiYine Jrfiues f 
If fo, come forth, break from that Woman's Arms, 
And inbet me with thy good Sword lik« a Man. 

JRTABJN. 
Yes, Artaxirxes^ yes ; thoa fiuUt be met; 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 
And one of us is doom'd to fink for ever. 
Nor can I I>ear a long Del^y of Fate, 
But wifii the gr^at Pecifion were ev'n now : « "" 

Proud and Ambidons. Prince, I dare like thee^ 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine. 
Immortal Thirft of Empire fires my Soul ; 
My Soul, which of fuperior Power inpatient, 
Difdains thy £ld«r&ip$ the refine in Arms 
(Which give the noblefl Right to Kings) I will 
To Deadi difpute with thee the Tbrour ^f ^^^ 

AR7AXsEIt.XES. 
Do this, and thou, aert Mrasthy of my Anger i . 
O Energy Divine, o^ great' Ambition, 
That can inform the Souls of beardlefs. Boyi, 
And ripen 'em to Men in fpit^e of NatwreJ 
i tell thee, Boy» that Empire is a Caufe, 
For which tbe.Gods might wage inunort^ War, 
Then let niy Soul exert her utmoft Virtue» 
And think at leaii: thou act Arfiuwi Son, 
That the Idea of thy fancy'd Father 
May raife and animate thy leiTer Genius, 
And make thee fit to meet xsiy him, in Battle; 

ARfABAN. 
Oh donbC not but my Soul is charm'd with Greatnefs, 
So much it rivals cv'n the Joy of Knowledge 
And facred Wifdomu What makes Gods divine, 
Aftt Power and Science Infinite? 
Hear only thJ^s <Mr Father prefs'd by Age, 

And 
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AbA a kmg Tndn of iBtils which that btings, 

Ljmgiiiflies in tkelsft' Extremes of Life : 

Since Uioavfef^dft blot my fiiith with bafe Diflxonor^ 

Be ttis my PtMf of fital Piety, 

While yet he Ijvesy ceafe we OQr Eiuxjity ; 

Nor let the hideous Noife of Wardiftorb 

His parting Sod. 

A RTjf XERXES. 
Itafee^hee at % Word: 

LethisRemsuittOf Lifebe Peaee betwixt nv 
And after tkat let -ail o«ir Time be War. 
Kemejober when we meet, fiaoeoneimift^fidl» 
Who <;onqtter8 aond fnrvives, tovites to Empire. 

[Exeuut fiveralfy Q^teti and Kttdh. Artax. Mem. 

[<umfuis, 

• 

Maxunt M I a z A . 0nd M a g a s. 

UlRZA. 
Moft fortanate Event! which gives ns more 
Than ev'n oar Wiihes could have ask'd. This Troce 
Gives loc^y Opportomty for thinking; 
Twill Inll thefe thosghdefs Heroes to Security. 

MAGAS. 
Th* approaching FefHval will more confirm it : 
Of all thofe (acred Times which heretofore 
Religion has diftingui&'d from die reft. 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted, ^ 
This has been flill moft venerable held. 
Among the Vulgar, Toil and Labor ceaies. 
With Chaplcts crown*d they dance to the Ihrill Pipe, 
And in their Songs invoke thofe milder Deities, 
Tliat foften anxious Life with Peace and Pleafure \ 
Slaves are enfranchisM, and inveterate Foes 
Forget, or at the leaft fuipend their Hate, 

And 
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. > • • • ' • 

And meet like Friends. Pernidoiu Difcord feems. 

Out-rooted from our more than Iron. Age : . 

The Gods are worihip'd with unufnal Reveience^. 

Since none, notev'n our Kings.appioadxtheM-Temfikfty ^ . 

With any Mark of War's deftrudiive Rn^» 

But Sacrifice unarmed. 

MIRZJ. 

A hat^y Thought 
Is inmyMind,i^t,x>nce;QQmpl&t]xfdrm*d, 
Like GreciflM ffltUu in . tl^e Hea4 of:|^ow. 
When Ammouy jfr^axirxes^ afid thciir Fneads, . 
Shall, in obecUence to ,the Htiy Rites, . . 
Tomorrow at t)ie Altars boiy imann'd, 
Orclnmes with a Party of the Guards,. 
Who' in my Palace Ihall this Night be plac'd, 
May at that private Door which opens into 
The Temple, ruib at once, and feize 'em all. 
The Heads once fafe,the mean • and heartlefs Crowd 
With e^ft i?iay be difpers'd. ' ' , .; 

, . " MAG AS... . . 

What you propoie 
Wears a fuccefsfiil Face, were it as innocent : 
An A'd of fuch outrageous Profanation, 
May (hock the Thoughts ev'n of our clofeft .Frietids, 
And make 'em Hart from an abhorr'd Alliance, 

• » • * • 

TKat dravvs the Vengeance of the Gods upo^i 'cjn. ^ 

MIRZA. 
Ar6»thou the firft to fta'rt ,a Doubt like that? 
Art thou v^ho ^oA infpire their Oracles, 
And teach 'em to deceive the eafy Crowd 
In doubtful Phrafe) afraid of thy own Godi ? 
In* every change they were on thy fide (till, . * , 
An'dfure they will not leave thee now for Trifles. . 
The Gods (hall .certainly befriead ouTfC^fe, » 

2 At 
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At loift not be our Foc3, nor ij^iU, »dicjr leave , ^^ 

Their happy Seats (wherb finec from Care and Pain, » 
B]eis*d in themfelves alone, of Man regardkis^ 
Thsy loll feren^ in everlafting Eafej 
To mind the trivial Bafineis of our World. 

MJGAS. 
Bat more I fear the fupeillitioiis Vulgar, 
Who tho* unknowing what Religion means, 
7et nothing moves *em more than^ zealous Rage . 
For its D^ence, when they believe it violated. 

• MIRZJ, 
I was to blame to tax the Prieft with Scruples, 
Orthink his Care of Intereft was his Confcience. [JfiJi. 
My Caution (hall obviate all thy Fears ; 
We will give out that they themfelves defign*d 
To fire the Temple^ and then kill the King. 
No mattei:*^tho\it (ee^r not vety;.prolM|bl^^ f 
More moft^gs Tales have oit amfus'd^tjie. Vulgar. 

I yield t^yoor t)ired]on^ and ;to ibengthen 
The Enterprise^ ; will fecretly difpofe 
A Party of my ow^m within the Temple, 
To join with yours. 

MIRZJ. 

It joys my Heart to think 
That.I ihall glut my Vengeance on tlnis Memnon ^ 
That I ihall fee him ilrive in vain, and curie 
The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, 
Who long has teign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
A nd dar'oi the boldefl Huntfmen to the Combat ^ 
'Till catch'd at length within fome hidden Snare, 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, ^ 
And roars, and rolls his fiery Eyef in vain, 
yVjiile t)ie furrounding Swains at pleafure wound him. 

And 
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And malcelui Death tkrir sport; 
TkiM Wit ffill gee die Mdtery owr Courage. 
Longtime ilnmatdi'd in War the Hero 1Iion<, 
And mighty Fame ioFieldsof Battle froBi 
Tillonc fineProjeft of die Siatefman's Brain, 1 

Bereaves him of the Spwls his Arms did gun, . 5- 
And renderi til his boafted Prowcfs vain. J . 

\Extunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
if Gardeft belonging /« M i r z aV Palace. 

Cleoke is dIfeovserM lying on a Bank of Flowers, 

Beiiza attending. 

Song, by B. Stote, Efqi 

UPONaJXfaifyBankrepoiJ^ 
Philan^e, amorous ; youngs and fair ^ 
Sighing to the Grtyves'^f closed 
7he Story of her Care, 

The Vocal Grofves gi*ve feme Relief 

While they her Notes return j . 
The Waters murmur o*er her Grief 

And Echo fiepu to mourn. 

A Smsain that heard the Nymph complain^ 

In pity of the Fair, 
Thus kindly ftrofue to cure her Pain^ 

And eafe her Mind of Care, 

*Tis juft that Love Jhould gi*ve you reft. 

From Love your Torments came ; 
Take that *warm Cordial to your Breaft% . 

And meet a kinder Flame. 

Vol. L D He^ 



t > 



« 

How nurttcbed muft the Woman prove^ 

(Bfware, fair Nygf^hy he^warej 
jybofi Folly /corns oMothers Love^ 

And0urts her own Defpair^ 

CLEONE. 
Oh Love ! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid! 
Still art thou bufyat my panting Heart? 
.Still doilthou melt my Soul with thy foft Images, 
And make my Ruin pleaiing? Fondly I try. 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of ftreaming Ttauv, 
To vent my Sorrows, and aflwage my PaiHons : 
Still frefli Supplies renew th'exhaufied Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to himfelf alon^ 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breail, 
And banifhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 

BE LIZ J. 
Why are you ilill thus cruel to yourfelf ? 
Why do you feed and cheriih the Difeafe, 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hope 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude ? 
Why rather choofe you not to fhine at Court ? 
And in a t^ouf^nd gay Diveriions there. 
To lofe the Memory of this wretched Faifion ? 

CLEONE, 
Alas ! Selixa, thou haft never known 
The fatal Power of a renfllefs LoVc : 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; 
In Courts and Temples it purfues us ftiU, 
And in the loudeit Clamors will be heard : 
It grows a part of us, lives in our Blood, 
And every beating PuHe proclaims its Force. 
Oh! think not then that I can ihun myfelf ; 

The 
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The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. 

BELIZA. 
Allow me then at leaft to ihare yoor Griefs $ 
Companions in Misfortunes make *em lefs; 
And I could fufiier much to make you eafy. 

CLEONE. 
Sit by me, gentle Maid, and while I tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
If thou in kind Compaffion of my Woes, 
Sliall't figh or ihed a Tear for my mifhap. 
My grateful Eyes ihall pay it back with Intereft. 
Help me to rail at my too eafy Heart, 
That raihly entertained this fatal Gueft: 
And you, my Eyes, why were you dill impatient 
Of any other fight but Artaxerxa f 
Why did you make my WomanV Heart acquainted 
Widi all die thoufand Grace? and Perfedions, 
That drefs the lovely Hero up for Conqueft } 

BELIZA. 
Had you opposed this Paflion in its Infancy, 
Ere time had given it ftrength, it might have dy'd. 

CLEONE. 
That was the fatal Error that undid me : 

My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperienc'd Innocence, 
Found not the Danger till it was too late. 
And tho* when firH I faw the charming Prince, 
1 felt a pleaiing Motion at my Heart, 
Short-breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breail, 
The mounting Blood fiufh'd in my glowing Face, 
And dy*d my Cheeks with more than ufual Blufhes 
I thought him, fure, the Wonder of his Kind, 
And wiih*d my Fate had giv*n me fuch a Brother: 
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all. 
Like me, beheld and blefsM him for his Excellence 

D z JRELIZA. 
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BELIZE, 

Sure never hopelcfs Maid was curs'd before 
With fuch a wretched Pafli^n ; all the Gods 
Join to oppofe yoor Happinefs ; 'tis faid 
This Day the Prince ihall wed the fair Amefiris. 

CLEONE. 
No, my Belizay I have never known 
The pleaflng Thoughts of Hope : Certain Defeair 
Was born at aBce, and wkh my Love mcreas d. 

BELIZJf, 
Think you thePrince Hase'crpcrceiv'd yoiirThoaghls? 

CLEONE. 
Forbid it, all ye chafter Powers, that fevor 
The Modefty and Innocence of Maids : 
No., till my Death, no other Breaft but thine 
Shall e'er participate the fatal Secret, 
O coeid I think that he had ever known 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confuiion 
Would. force my Virgin Soul to leave herManlion, 
And certain Death enfue. 
Thpu nflm*(l the fair Ameftris^ didfl thou not ? 

BELIZA. 
Madam, I did. . 

- CLEONE, ^ ' 
I «nvy not her Hajjpinefs. • • 

Tho' furc i^w bf our Sex are biefiM like her 
In fuch a Godlike Lord. 
Would I had bc«i a Man ! 

With Honor then I might have fought his Friendfliip: * 
Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, - 
Kt might have lov'd me better than the rell. 
Amidft the Dang«rs of the "honrid W^k, 
SuU had 1 beeaxhciicareft to-his^nde,- 
In Courts.and Triumphs ilill had (har'd his Joys. 
XDr wh^ the fportfjil Chafe hadcall'd us- forth, - 

Together 
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n^ogether had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
Together prefs'd the Savage o'er the Plain : 
And when o'er-labor'd with the pleafing Toil, 
Stretch'd on the vefidant Soil had (lept together. 
But whither does my roving Fancy wander? 
Thefc arc the fick Dreams of fantallick Love. 
So in the Calenture the Seaman fancies 
Green Fields and fiowVy Meadows on the Ocean, 
Till leaping in, the Wretch is loH for ever. 

BELIZE. 
Try but the common Remedies of Love, 
And let a fecond Flame expel the fird. 

CLE ONE. 
Impoffible; as well thou may 'ft imagine. 
When thoa complain'il of Heat at fcorching Noon, 
Another Sun {hall rife Co ihine naore kindly. 
Believe me, my Bdixay I am grown 
So fond of the Deluiion that has charmed me, 
I hate tiie officioas Hand that offers Cure. 

BEUZJ. 
Madam, Prince Jrtaban! 

CLE ONE. 

My cruel Stars f 
Dq yon then envy me my ycry Splitude ? 
But Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 
Shfidl lude JBC from your hated Light fyr ever. 

BnUr A I. T A B A K» 

JRTJBAN. 
Ah, lovely Mourner ! ftill, iliU wilt thou blail 
My eager Love with unaufpicious. Tears ? 
When at thy Feet I kneel, and fue for Pity, 
Or jaftly of thy cold Regards qompUin, 
Still wilt thou only anfwer me with Sighs ? 

D 3 CLEONEi 
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CLEONE,. 

Alas ! mj Lord, what anfwer can I give ? 
If ftill I entertain you with my Grief, 
Pit/ the Temper of a wretched Maid, 
By Nature fad, and born the Child of Sorrow : 
In vain you ask for Happinefs from me. 
Who want it for myfelf. 

JRTJBAN. ■ 

Can blooming Youth, 
And Virgin Innocence, "that knows not Guilt 
Know any Caufe for Grief? 

C LEONE. 

Do but furvcy 
The miferable State of Human Kind, 
Where Wretches are the general Increafe, 
And tell me^f there be not Caufe for Grief. 

ART J SAN. 

Such Thoughts as thefe, my fair Phxlofopher, 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes ; 
The Marks which Years fet on the withered Sage: 
The gentle Goddefs, Nature, wifely has 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. 
The God of Lore (lands ready with his Torch 
To light it at thy Eyes^ but ftill in vain. 
For ere the Flame can catch, 'tis drown'd in T>ar«. 

CLEONE. 
^ Oh ! name not Love, the worft of all MitfortuHes. 
The Common Ruin of my eafy Sex, 
Which I have fwom for ever to avoid. 
In memory of all thofe hapleis Maids, 
That Love has plong'd in unexampled Woes. 

ARTABAN. 

Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 
Againft the Paffion thoa wert form'd to raife. 
Alas f thy frozen Heart has only known 

Love 
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Love in reverie, hot tafied of its Joys; 
The Wiibes, ibft Defires, and pleading Pains, 
That center all in moft eztatic Blifs, 
- Oh, lovely Maid, mifpend no more that Treafnre 
Of Youth and Charms, which lavilh Nature gives i 
The Paphian Goddefs frowns at thy Delay ; 
By her fair ielf, and by her Son (be fweais, 
'Thy Beauties are devoted to her. Service. 
liO ! now (he fhoots her Fires into my BreafI, 
She urges my Defires, and bids me feize thee, 

[Taking her Hand and ktjffufg /V. 
And bear thee as a ViAim to her Altar: 
Then ofier up ten thoufand thoufand Joys, 
As an amends for ail thy former Cddnefs. 

CLE ONE. 
Forbear, my Lord; or I muft fwcar to fly. 
For ever from your Sight. 

JRTJBJK 

. Why doft thou frown ? 
And damp the rifing Joy within my Breaft? 
Art thou relblv'd to force thy gentle Nature, 
Compafllonate.to all the World befide. 
And only to me cruel ? Shall my Vows, 
Thy Father's InterceBion, all be vain f 

CLEONE. 
Why do you urge my Father's fatal Power, 
To curie yon with a fad anlucky Bude i 
Call round your Eyes on our gay Eaftern Courts, 
Where fmiling Beauties, bjrn t6 better Fate, 
Giv? Joy to the Beholders: 
There blefi fome happy Princefs with your Vows, 
And leave the poor CUone to her Sorrows. 

JRTABAN, 
What Queens are thofe of moft ccleftial Form, 
Whofe Charms can drive thy Image from my Heart? 

D4 Oh 
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Oh were they czA in Nature's fkineft Mold» 
Brighter than Cyntbia\ fhiniDg Train of Stars, 
Kind as the fofteft She that ever clafpM 
Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paft ; 
J f\vear I would prefer thee, O Cleone^ 

•With all thy Scorn. and cold Indifference, 
Would chooCe to langniih and to die for thee» 

" Much rather than be bbis'd, and live it^x them; 

CLEONE. 

O Prince f it is too much ; nor am: I worthy 
The Honor of your Paflion, fince 'tis iix'd 
By certaip and unalterable Fate, 
That I can n^ver yield you a Return : 
My Thoughts are all to chafie Diatta yow*d» 
And I have fworn to die her Virgin Votary. 

ARTJBAN. 

Impoiiible ! thou canft not give avi^ 
Mine and thy Father^s Right, ey'it.to the Gods : 
Diana will (Hfown th' anjuft Donation, 
Nor favor fiich an Injury to Love.. 
To every Sower Divine I will appeal, 
Nor Ihall thy Beauty bribe 'em to be partiaL 
Their Altars now exped us : Come, fan: Sain^ 
And if thou wilt abide dieir righteous Doom» 
Their Juftice muft decree my Happinefs, 
Reward my .Sufferings, and my Flame approve. 
For th^y themfclyes have felt the Power of {-ovc. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. ibe Temple of the Sun. 

Enter Artaxerxes, Amestris, anJ Attendants. 

A Rr A XERXE^: 

TI S done ! Tis done f Oh let me fiRd foroeWay 
To tell the mighty Joy that fills my BrcaU, 
Left I grow mad with J[l eight of furious Blifs. 
The holy Prieft has ty*d the facred Knot, 
And my Ameftrii now is all my own. 
Oh thou foft Charmer ! thou excelling Sweetnefs ! • 
Why art thou not tranfported all like me ? 
I fwear thou doft not love thy Artaxerxts^ 
If thou art calm in this Excefs of Happinefs. 

A MESTRIS, 
Alas r my Lord, my panting Heart yet trembles 
In vaft fufpenfe between unruly Joys " - 

And chilling Fears. Somewhat methinks there is . 
That checks my Soul, and fays I was too bold 
To quit the Pleafures of my Virgin State, 
To barter *em fbr Cares and anxious Love. 

A RT A XERXES, 
Thefe are the Fears which wait on every Fride, 
And only ferve for Prerudes to her Joys ; ' • 
Short Sighs, and all thofe Motions of thy Heaft, ^ 
Are Nature's Call, and^ kindle warm Defires:. 
Soon as the friendly Goddefs of the Night 
Shall draw heir Veil of Darknefs o*er thy Blufties. 
I'hefe little cold unnecefTary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms : 
And when I prefs thee trembling to my Bofom^ 
Thou (halt confefs (if there be room for Words, ' * 
Or ev nfor Thoughts) that all thofeThbiights ate'BHfi. : 

* ' D 5 AMESTRIS. 
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J ME ST R IS. 

Yet {nrtly mind are more than common Fears : 
For, ok f my. Prince, when my foreboding Heait 
Surveys th* uncertain State of human Joys» 
How fecrcdy the Malice of our Fate 
Unfeen purfues^ and often blafb our Happinefs 
In full Security ; I juftly dread. 
Left Death or Parting, or fome unfeen Acddent, 
Much worfe, if poffible, than each of thefe. 
Should curfe us more than ever we were blefsVl. 
J RT J XERXES. 

Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whofc righteous Power 
Shall favor and proteft our virtuous Loves. 
If ftill thou apprehend'ft approaching Danger, 
Let us make hafte and fnatch th' uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our Power. 
Now let us ftart, and give a loofe to love, 
Feaft evry Senfe with each luxurious Plcafure, 
Improve our Minutes, make 'em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods : 
If after this. Death or Ill-fortune comes. 
It cannot injure us, fiace we already 
Have liv*d and been before-hand with our Fate. - 

A MESTRIS. 

Oh ! kt me eafe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareft Lord my worft of Fears ; 
There is an 111 which more than Death I dread : 
" Should you, by Time and long Fruition fated, 
Giow faithlefe, and forget the loft Jmfiru i 
Forget that everlafting I'ruth you vow'd, ^ 
Thb* fure I ihonld not publicly complain, 
Npr to the Gods accufe my pejjur'd Prince, 
Yet my foft Soul would fink beneath the Weight i 
I (hould grow mad, and curfe my very Being, 
And wiib I ne'er had been^ wr not been lov'd. 

ARTAXSRXES. 
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J RTAX^RXES, 

Doft thoQ ?— when tvcry happier Star fliines for ob. 
And with propitioai Influence gilds our Portane, 
Doft thou invent fantaftic Forms of Danger, 
And fright thy Soal with Things thsit are impoffible ? 
Now by the potent God of Love, I fwear, 
I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts. 
My {oft complaining Fair, (halt thou not pay me 
In Joys too fierce for Thought, for thefe Sufpicions) 
The Bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate, 
Nor ihall decaying Time or Nature loofe *em. 
Beyond the Limits of the filent Grave, ' 
Love ihall furvive, immortal as our fieiiigs : 
And when at once we climb yon* azure Skies^ 
We will be fliown to all the Blefs'd above. 
For the moft conftant Pair that e^er deferv'd 
To mingle with their Stars. 

JMESTRISi 

'Tistroe, 'tis tmei 
Nor oa^t I to faipeft thee. O my Hero 1 
The G^ have form-d thee for the neareft Pattern 
Of their own Excellence and perfe^ Truth. 
O let me fink upon thy gentle fioTom, 
And, blufhing, tell how greatly I am blefs'd. 
Forgave me, Modefty, if here I vow 
That all die Pleafures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the prefent Rapt ire: 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breall, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loft in exqutfite Delight. 

JRTJXERXES. 

Oh thon delicious perfect Angel Woman I 
Thou art too much for mortal Senfe to bear : 
The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy of Spices, 
Wafted by |^ntle Winds, are not like thee. 

From 
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From thee, aa^ from the Cyprian Queen oihor^ 
AmbroHal Odors fiow 1 my every Faculty 
Is charm'd by thee, and dnnks immortal Pleaiore* 
Q glorious Go4 of day, % iw'iixHy forward. 
And to thy Sifter's Rule refign the World: 
Nor h^ftc to rife agaiiu but let the Night 
Long blefs me with her Stay, that thy Retura 
At morn may find me happieft of my kind. 

Enter M E M N ON. * 

My Father f Is th^pe 5a,n Increafe of Joy ? 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more f 

MEMNON, 
Ye Bleflings of my Age .^ whom whea I view» 

The Memory of fermer Woes k loft. 
Oh Prince ! Well has thw glorious Day repi^'d - . 
My Youth and Blood fpent in Arftues^ Service. 
Nor, hftdthe Gods indulged niy. vainelt Wifhes, 
Durfi: I have-afic'd for fuch a Son as yon are^ 
Btl^tl am roughly bred, in Woids ttnkaov«dng» 
Nor can \ phrafe my Speech in apt ]^prefiioo» . 
To tell how mwch I love and honor you : 
Might I but live to fight one Battle fpr yoii, 
Tho' with my Life 1 bonght the Viftwy, 
Tho* my old Jwtter'd'^Trunk were iicw*dto» pieces, * 
And fcatterM oVr the Field , yet fhould I blc6 
My Fate, and Aink my Yfcars wound up with Uont^. 

JRT A XERXES^ 
Doubt not, my noble Father, bnt ev'n yet 
A large Remain of Glory 15 behind. 
When civil Difcord (hall be reconcil*d^ 
And aH the Noife of Fa^ion huih*d to Peace^ 
Rough Greece alike in Arts ahd Arms (evere> 
No more (hall brand the Per/tan Nam^ i^th SoAnefk 
Athens tad Sparta wondering, ihall behold us. 

Stria 
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Strift in our Difcipline, ondaunted, patient 

Of War's ftem Toil, and ^ead our hoftile Virtue. 

Thofe ftubborn Commonwealths, that proudly dard 

Difd^n the glorious Monarch of the Eafl, 

Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of Cyrus, 

And when with laurels tover'd wc return. 

My Love ihall meet, and fmiling blefs otir Triumpb^ 

While at her Feet I lay the Scepters of the World. 

ME lilNON, 
Oh glorious Theme ! By Heav'n it fires my Age, 
And kindles Youth again in xay cold Vetnsv 

JR<rJXRRXRS\ 
Ha ! Mirza and the Queen f retire my Fair; 
Ungentle Hate and brawling Rage (hall not 
Difturb thy Peace, to whhrh this happy Day 
Is doubly iaored. Forward, to the Altar. 

{Exeunt Artaxerxes, Ameilris, Memnon^ 
and Attendanti^ • ♦ . . i - 

Emi^r (d thg 9ther Ooor, Qjl; e b n, M < R^ 7 a» <ttki 

Atttadanu^ 

MIRZJ, 
AIL are difpos'd, and Fate but waits oui" OrdcrL . 
For a deciding Blow. 

^UEEIf: 

Your Caution was 
Both wife and faithful, not to truft my Son 
Too raflily with a Secret of this Nature : 
The Youth, tho' great ^f Soul, and fond of Gloryj, 
Yet leans to the fantadic Rules of Honor, 
. WoAi heiitate at fuch ah A^ as this, 
Tho' future Empire fhould depend upon it. 

MIRZJ. 
Wlien T^nie ihall add experience to that Knowledge, 
With which his early Youth is richly fraught, 

He'll 
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He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would lofc 
A Crown for notionary Principles, 
Honor is the unthinking ffoldier^s Boaft, 
Whofe dull Head cannot reach thofe finer Arte, 
By ivhich Mankind is governed. 

And yet it gives a Luibe to the Great, 

And makes the Crowd adore 'em. 

MIRZJ. 

Your Son ihall reap 

The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt : 
You> Madam, when the facred Hymns are finiihM, 
Moft wilJi the Prince retire i oor Foes when fdz^d. 
Within the Temple may be beft fecorM, 
Till yon difpofe their Fate. 

^UEEN. 
The Rites attend us; [So/mm Mufick is beard* 

This Day my Son is Monarch of the Baft. 

MIRZA. 
Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this Day, 
You fhall be paid with Ages of Devotion, 
And after this for ever undifturb'd. 
Brood o'er your fmoaking jf^ltars. 

[ExeuBt ^uan, Mirza, ami AtOnikfts. 
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SCENE III. 

• 

fbe Seem opining^ ^rws the Altar of the Stm, Mag as, 
tmd fiviral. other Prie/if atteru&ng, SoUmn Mufic is 
heard: then enter on oneJideMEiAHOu, AnTAXiRXEt^ 
Amestris, and Attendants i on the other Jide the 

QuEENy MiRZAy AlLTABAlf, ClEONS, ClEAM. 

T B E s, and Attendants : they all how towards the At or 
and them range themfislves on each fide of the Stage, *while 
the folknuing Hymn is perform d its ^Farti, emd Choriss 
hy the Priefts. 

HYMN to the%\m, ly W. Sh i f f b n, iyj; 

HAIL, Light, that dc'aify glads our Sphere, 
GUry and Triumph if the Tear f 
Mml, Fefti'val^for en^ hleft. 
By the adoring rawflfd Eaft ! 

HaiU Mithras, mghty Deity ! 
For Fire and Air^ and Earth and Sea, 
From thee their Origin derive, 
MotiOD and Form from thee receive^ 

When Matter yet unaOed key, 
Nofoonerthou infus'df thy ^ay. 
But the duU mafs its Power ohefd, 
Bsit an harmonious World was made, 

TTbithftill, when thou withdroM^ft thy Beams, 
An tmdiftingmjh'd ChacfS feems -, 
For what are ObyeSs without Sight ? 
Or Fijion when iavohf'd in Night ? 

Nigh 
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Night is an uni'verfal Gra've, 
Where -things huf'douB ff tit Beings ha<vey 
Till them thy Beams illuminate ^ , 
Andf as it nvere, again create. 
Chorus, tsf^. 
7 " 
Hail, Source of immaterial Fire, 
^hat ne^er began, can ne^er expire ; 
Whofe Orb, njoith Jireaming Oloriei fraught y 
Dfiiczles the Ken of human 'Thought t 

All the dependant Spheres above, 
. By thy Dire^iomjhine andmo<bei 
* All purer Beings here belo^w, . 
From thy immediate Effencejionu^ 

What ii the Soul of Ma»^ but Light, 
DrarjufA du'wn from thy tranfcendent Height? 
What but an intelhaual Biotft ? 
A Spark of thy immortal Flame f 

For as thou ruVfi ^with gladfonru Rays 
^he greater World, fo this the lefs : 
And like thy onjon diffufcve Soul, 
Shoots Life and Vigor thro"* the Whole* 

Since then from Thef at frft it came^ - " - 
To thee, tho" cloggd, it points its Flame \ 
And confcious of fuper tor Birth, ^ 
Defpifes this unhndred Earth. 
Chorus, Jfff. 

Hc^U Oyofmades, Po^\ Di<vine / 
Permit us to ti^roach thy Shrine j 
Permit thy Votafies to raifs 
Their grateful Voices- to .thy Prai/t. 



Thou 
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7bou art ibe Fatb^r^f our ISngs, ' - 
TAfi St€mm>be7ice tbeirhigh Lineagi /prings ; 
7 he. Scn/^reigft Lord that does metintetin 
Their ujfControWdtmdifOuikSefrlUign, 

O then affifi tbf tbroopkig ^/ 
Who Ing has gr4u'i our^ Bslriian Throne f 
Q magf be yet extend hisfiver^ f 
• fPe jet ArCaccs* Ru/e o^ey / 

lot tbf YitsAity imfart 

Ne^w Spirits to his Jainiingf Heart i 

Let bim^ Uke thee (f^om *wbom he^/prung) 

Be et^r mQv^t> wmr yumg. 

When the Mt^ii endedy McawoA, Aftaxerxes, ^r. 
%•««> Artabsn, {sfe. go of as thty enter" d/everedfyy 
onJy Afiixa comuifitmard, and the Seenejbmh y he koki 
ofier Ameflris going outy and then J^aks, 

MIRZA. 
Wbat means this fQsdgn Warmtk widiin my Bseaft \ 
Is this a time for ^y ThQughtbut Vengeaoce f 
Tbat f^tal $eaii^ d^zzks my weak SeiMSi, 
And blafts the Rcfolmion of my Soul:, 
% fiy^s in Coittradiaioii ta my Parpbfe, 
Still bent to her, mi drutik the Poilbn in j 
Whilclftobdflupidinfttfpcttfeof Thottght, . ^ 
And now like Oil myflaimpg Spirits blaze j 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is fcorch'd. 
And I am 9II ona Fnry . FeeWc Mirxii f 
Canil thou give way to Dotage, and become . . 
The Jeft of Fools ? No f 'tis impoffible : 
Revenge Otfdl wije, and with her Iron Whips 

Laftk 
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LaA forth tbis luy Ague from my Blood» 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, Statefraan,* 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are formisg. 
And fommon all thy Cooafels to their Aid, 
Ev'n thy whole Sod. Itwo*notbe: Amtftm 
Still rifes nppermoft in all vff Thoughts, 
The Mader-i^ieoe of Nature. The Boy God 
Laughs at ray Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly. 

\A tumuUmus Nn/t is hutrd. 
Ha ! by the Gods 'tis doing ! Now, my Stars, 
Be kind, and make me MaAer of my Wiih at once. 

EiUir M A c A s. 
Bat fee, the Prieft— Why doft thou ftare and tremble \ 
Have we fucceeded? fi^; and eafe my Fean. 

MAG AS. 
Vky Soul IS pierced with Honor ! Every God 

Seems from his Shrine to threaten ns with Venged&ce. 
The Temple reels, and all its ponderous Roof 
Nods at the Pi^ofanation. 

MIRZA. 

Ba& and fearful r 
How can thy wretched Soul conceive fuch Monfiers f 
Canft thou, who wouldft be great, be fuperftittous ? 
But *tis the Coward's Vice. Say,are our Enemies fecurld I 

MAGAS. 
They are; the Prince, old MmmM» and hisDanghter^ 
Are in OrcbaMes" Hands, only Tigraaa 
With ibme of leller Note are fl«d. 

MIRZA. 

No matter: 

Thefe are the Soul, the reft a lifelefs Mais, 
Not worth oar Apj^enfion. 

MAGAS. 

Will yoo ftay. 

To 
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To meet the furioiis Tbuader of their Rage? 

MIRZJ, 
I w31 : Thou may*ft retire, and fninmon back 
Thy fcatterM Spirits : Let not the Crowd fee 
Thy Fears ; 'twill make theevile andcheap among 'em* 

[Exit Maga£* 

Enter Aitaxerxes, Memnon, ami Ameftrtf« PrifimrSf 

Orchanes and Guards, 

JRTAXERXES, 
Slave I Villain f Aol'wer, fay, how haft thon dar'd 
To do this Infolence ? 

ORCHJNES. 

I know my Orders, 
Which from the Qoeen iny Miftrefs I receiv'dy < 
Who will avow her own Anthority. 

JRTJXERXES. 
Ha f fiom the Queen ? She daift not^ 'tis impoffiblef 
rris Sacrilege I 'tis Treafim f 'tis Damnatm \ 
Am I not Ariaxerxes f Bom to Empire, 
The next Degree to Gods. O thoo bright Sua F 
That roll'ft above, the Objea of oar Wotihip, 
Casft thou behold, and not avenge ^y Race \ 
lliy injor'd Race ? If I could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy great Original, 
Let me be doomed to fall this Villain^s Slave. 
If not, why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 
So much below me, that they hardly ihare 
The common Privilege of Kind ; bat are 
As Beafis to Men i 

MEMI^ON. 
See where the Mafter Villain ftands ! Unmov'd^ 
And harden d in Impiety, he laughs 
At the fi£titiou» Jufbce of the Gods, 
And thinki their Thunder has notWingd to reach him. 

But 
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But know, the Joy thy Triumph brings is fliort : 
My Fate (if the Gods govern) or at leaft 
My Mxnd*s beyonti thy reach, and fcoms diy Malice. 

' MI'RXJ. 
Dull valiant F<>ol, tby Ruia is the leaft. 
The moft ignoble Triumph of my Wit. 
CUanderh Blood asks for fubftantial Vengeance, 
And when the Thought that labors in my Breaft 
Appears in Adion, thou fhalt know^the Caufe 
Why I remain to view thy hated Facev 
That blails me with its Prefence ! thou (halt know it» 
And curfe thyfelfj curfe the iil-omen'd Day 
That gave thee Birth y renouncing all the Gods, 
Thyfelf of tliem.rencHiac'd, Oiall fmk to HelL 
In bitteiieft Faogi, and miagle with tbs Faries. 

MEMNOK • 
Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly*ft ! The utmoft Force 
Of aU thy dudy'd Malice cannot move me 
To any A^'that miisbecome» my Courage ;, ' 
And if the Ggds iin tm^L of. my Virtue j ^ 

Can yield my Lif« up t» thy Hangman's Mercy, 
I'll fhew thee wilih whdt ea(e tto ISrg^e and £k>neft. - 
Can put o£ Lit^j, till thois flialt daxan thy Arts,. 
Thy wretched Arts, and Impotence ctf Maiice. 

MIRZJ. 
Re(t well a/lur'd» thou fhal^haye caufe toti^.. 
The philofophict Force of paiUve Virtue. 

JRr JX.ERXKS, 
O Death to Greatnefs f Can we f%ll fo lovr. 
To be the flavifh Objefts of hi& Miid^l 
Shall my jufl Rage an^ violated lionor 
Play the Buffoon, and minifier to I<a»ghter ? 
Down, down, my (welling Heart, hide thy Rje&utmaits» 
Nor proilitute the ruflled Ma|>ei^ 
Pf iaj:urjd IVinces t&A^ gasiag Cr^wcL . ' 
hkg Face ihall learn to cover the Emotion My 



My wott&dedSovl«Jviui«9. Hal lay Amoral 
My Love f iny Royal Brid? I the Sipgik^, Grief, 
Defaces every Feature : like the Dekge 
That raz'd the Beauties -of the firft Creation : 
I cannot l^ear it ; VilkLas^'give me way. 

\He breaks from the Goardi that bold bim, wki 
catihii bMo/Am9^ns. 

Oh ! let me hold thse in my throbbttig: Bofom, . 
And ftrive to hide thy fSqrtovs fitm anp £ght: 
I cannot fee d](y Griefs ; ^satd. yet I want 
The Power <• tNnji«. K^£. , 

A MIE S TJtl i.' ' 

: Ah! No, myPrioce; 
There are no Remedies for Ills like oars i 
My helplefs Sex 1>y Nattpre ihinds expos'd 
To all the Wtoags and Injtiries^f FOttune.: 
Defencdeis in- niyfel£» you were my Rtfikge, 
Yoa are my Lord ; to whom ihould I <eofnplatif^ 
Since you cannot reift^ attil We>e you not . 
The Honor, Joy, and* Safety of Ameftrisf 
For you alone 1 liv'd, with you alone 
I could be happy ; O n^y Ai^iaxerxes ! 
One Influence guides our confenting Stars, 
And dill- together we at>e biefs'd or cursMv 

M IRZA. 
With a malignant Joy my Ears drink in 
Her each harftiOftioud Accfenti evci-y Glance 
Goes to my Hizn^ and ftirs alternate Motions 
Of Heat and Coldj a lazy Pleafare now 
Thrills all my Veins, anon Defire grows hot, 
And my old Sinews (hrink before the Flame.*' [Afide. 

AJtTAXERXES. * 
Go onv and charm hie with thy Angel's Voice, 
Sooth and aflwage thef Fiiry In my Breail, 
I'hat urges me to unbecoxniDg Pai^n : 

My 
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My Rage grows cool amidft fiiy (oft Complainings ; 
And tho* thou talk'ft of Woes, of Deadly and Roin^ 
*Tis Heaven to hear thee. 

AMESTRIS. 
Since this is all oar wretched Confolation, 
Let as indulge our Grief, till by long afe 
It grows habitoal, and we lofe the Pain. 
Here on &e marble Pavement will we fit, 
Thy Head upon my Breaft ; and if Remembrance 
Oi cruel Wrongs (hall vex thy noble Heart, 
The Murmur of my Sighs fliaU charm the Tumult, 
And Fate (hall find us calm : Nor will the Gods, 
Who here inhabit and behold our Suilerings, 
Delay to end our Woes in Immortality. 

ARTJXERXBS. 
Ha ! fay^ft thou ? Gods ! Yes certain diere are Gods, 
ToVhom my Youth with Reverence ftill has bowM, 
Whofe Care and Providence are Virtue's Guard; 
Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great. 
And like themfelves, for miferable Ends. 

MIRZJ. 
Gods might behold her, and forget their Wiflom. 

But I delay too long. Orchtons^ lend thy Ear. 

[Mirza nvbijpers Orchanes, and exit, 
MEMNON. 
My Children ! you were ftill my Joy and Happinefs; 
Why am I made your Curfe ? This hated Head, 
To Death devoted, has involved your Innocence 
In my Deftrndion. 

IGuardstay MJm Artaxerxes itok^Ameflrii. 

JMESTRIS. 

Alas ! My Father f 

JRTJXERXES. 
Barbarous Dogs ! What mean you ? 

ORCHA' 
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ORCHANES. 
. Omvey the Lady to Lord Mirxas Palace, 
*Tis the Qaeen's Will flie ihall be there con£n'd 

JRTJXERXES. 
Thou canft not mean fo damn'd a Villany f 
Thoa dar'ft not, (halt not part as : Pate cannot do iL 

MEMNON. 
Curfed Old- Age \ why have I liv*d to fee this ? 

ORCHJNES. 
Force *em afunder. 

AiRTAXERXES. 
Hew ofFmy Limbs, ye Dogs ? I wUl not loofe Vm— 
Oh Devils ! Death and Furies ! my Wife ! my lov'd 

Ameftri s 

AMESTRIS. 
My Lord, my Husband I 

Orchanes anJ om Party of the Guards font Artaxerxes 
amlMemnonofofie'way, and "the other Party bears 
Ameftris another. 

Re-enter M i r z a. 

MIRZA, 
This was moil no6le Mifchief I it ftung home, 
'Twas Luxury of Vengeance— *twas not ill 
To keep aloof: thefe boiilerous Beafb have Paws, 
And might have fcratch'd : The Wife fliou^d not. allow 
A PoiTibility to Fortune's Malice. 
Now to the refl ; this Prince, this Husband, dies : 
To morrow's Dawn brings his and MimnosC^ Fate. 
I'his Night let 'em defpair, and ban, and rage. 
And to the wooden Deities within 
Tell frantic Tales: my Hours (hall pafs more pleafingly 
If Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleafure. 
Love \ what is Love ? the Paffion of a Boy, 

That ipends his Time in Lazinefs and Sonnets : 

^ . Luft 
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Lull is the appetite of Man ; «nd ihall 

Be fated, tiU it loath the cloying Banqdet. 

The Wife are priviledg'd by human Fraihy^ 

Tonafte thefe Pleafures, hut not dwell upon 'em i 

They, man* and dull the Facul^ of Thinking : 

One Ni^ht I fafely may indulge in Riot, 

'Tis politic Lewdnefs, and afiiils my Vengeance ; 

I will grow young and furfeit on her Chaims^ 

Her lufcious Sweets; then riiing from her Arms, 

The naufeous, momentary Joy fi:>rget» 

And Ue myfelf again ; ^ain be Wife and Great. 




ACT 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. 

^ke PALACE. 

Enter A R t a b a n anJ Cl e a n t h e s. 

ARTABJN. 

TI S b^ and impious ! Where are the Tics 
Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 
And public Faith be Violated ? 'Tis an Injury 
That beards both Gods and Men, anddares theirjuflice, 

CLEJNTHE.S, 
The fearful Crowd already take th'AIarm, 

Break off their folemn Sports^ their^Songs and Dances, 
And wildly in tumultuous Concert join ; 
Mifchief and Danger fit in every Pace, 
And while they dread the Anger of the Gods» 
The Wife, who know th' Effe^s of popular Fury, 
From them expedl that Vengeance which they fear. 

ARTABAN. 
The facred Power of Majeily, which Ihould 
Forbid, owns and proteds the Violence. 
It muH not, fhall not be: Who fteals a Crown 
By Arts like thefe, wears it unworthily. 

CLEANTHES. 
The Queen, your Mother, Sir, fhe will expe^ 
You (hottld appove that A61 her Power has done. 

ARTABAN. 
1*11 meet her as I ought, and ihow myfelf 
Worthy the noble Rivalihip of Empire. 
Vol. I. • E Enter 
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r 

Etdir/tbe Qjr b t n, M i r "z A, and AttimUmfs^ > 

^UEEN. 
My Son, I come to joy. you of a Ci'own 
And Glory certain now; your Fate at length 
Has maftePd tHat malignant Influence 
With which it Uruggicd long : You "are a Kihg, 
The greateft that our EaJUrnWotld beholds; 
And tho* my widO\v*d Bed beCaufe for Grief, 
Yet for thy fake, my Son, I joy to fay,. 
Arfacei is no more. 

ARrJBJN. 
'Twerc vain and fooUfh 
To mourfi his Death with ceremonious Sorrow ; 
For tho' Jie 4(y'd the greateft of ♦our Race;» 
Yet iince'decayii^ Age had funk him k>w, , 
And all the native Majefly was loft, 
'Twas time the Soul Ihould feek for InnnoiitaUty^ 
And lea<ve the w.eary Body to enjoy 
An honorable Reft from Care and Sicknefs : 
Peace to his Afhes, and eternal Fame 
Dwell with his .Men^ory ; while we who live 
Look back with Emulation- on- hi^ Greatnefs, 
And with laborious Ste|)3. ftrive to afoend 
That Height where once he fat, . 

• ' ^UEEN. ' 

Thou haft iUready 
Attained the lofty Summit of his Glory ; 
His Throne expels thee but to fij: a^d fill it.. 

ARfABAN.r 
No; Mad^O^ wjven the Gods choofe worthy Sul^efts 
On whoi^.to plfkct foch Girsatnefi,. thc^y fi^rouiid 
The glorious Prize witii Toil and thorny Danger, 
And bid the Man who would be Great, dare greaitly. 
Be it for dull elder Brothers to pofiefs 

Without 
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Without de(«mng ; miners a nobler Claioiy 
Nor w^ I tafte the Godlike Joys of Power, 
Till Men and Gods With JufHce fhall oonfefs 
»TisJbarely the Reward of what I merit. 

^UEEN. 
What means my Son I 

ARTJBAN. 

To wreftle for a Crown; 

^U EEN. 
With what fantaftic SEodow woulll thou llrive ? 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is. fall n ; 
He lives indeed, but 'tis to grace thy Triumph, 
And bow before thee ; then be fwept away 
Like the Remembrancie of an idle Dream, . 
Which tho' of Vefiemight, is now forgotten. 

ARTJBAN. k 

It grieves me much to fay, my Royal Mother, 
I cannot take a Crown upon thefe Terms, . 
Tho* even from your Hands : The confcious Virtue 
That witnefles within my Breaft for Glory, 
Points me to Greatnef^by the Paths of Honor, 
And urges me to do as a King ought. 
That would not wear his Purple as the Gift 
Of impious Treachery and bafe Deceit. 

kjJE'EN. , 
Amazement turns my Senfes f Or I dream ! 
For fure thou canil not mean fo poor a Folly; 
Haft thou been bred in the wife Arts of j^mpire ? 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power ? 
And wootdft thou lofe the golden Opportunity 
With which thy Fortune courts thee, for a Notion? 
An empty Sound of Virtue ? A dry Maxim, 
Which Pedants have deyis'd for Boys to canvas } 
Can my fon think fo meanly ? Go, (et free 
/Since Honor bid) this Lordly Elder Brother, 

£ 2 Bow 
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Bow like a Slave before him, wait^his Pleafores, 
And live dependant on his fcanty Pen£on ; 
He may reward thy fervile Loyalty, 
And make thee Ruler of fome petty Province," 
In Recompence of Rovalty giv'n up. 

JRTJBAN. 
No ; (tho* I muft confefs I would not hold him 
Caught in a Vill:ain's Snare, nor do a Murder 
Unworihy of a Hangman) yet to death • * 
I ftill defy him as my mortal . Foe. 
And fmce my Father's Fate diflblvcs that Truce, 
To which I flood engag'd, 'tis War again. 
Amidfl the fteely Squadrons will I feek 
This haughty Brother, by his Friends furronnded. 
And back'd with all th' Advantage of his Birth; 
Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, 
He falfly brands me for a bookiih Coward, 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preferenpe^ 
Since Fate meanr me the King.. 

^U EEN. 
A Mother's Care is watchful for thy Safety, 
Elfe wert thou loft, thou honorlfble Fool ; 
Long might*ll thou vainly hunt in bloody Fields 
For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune 
Now reaches to. thy Hands : In Battles with 
Uncertain Wings .the wavering Goddefs ffies. 
And oft with partial Hand bellows he'r Fav^ 
On Fpols and thick- skull'd Heroes; feize her now. 
While (he is thine, or fhe is loll for ever. 

JRTJBJN. 
^ No matter, let her fly ; the Eagle Virtue * 
Shall foar beyond her, and command her flight ; 
Fortune is not my iVlilbefs, but my Slave. 
Pofterity, that reads the Name of Artahan 
In the Records of Empire, fliall not blufla 
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To think I plotted with a knavifli Prieft, 
The Scandal of his venerable Fundlion, 
And Mark of the Gods Vengeance, to betray 
A Prince my Enemy ; as if being confcious 
Of Icffer Worth, and of tmeqnal Courage, 
IdarftnOt fairly ftrive with him for Greatnefs. 
Let the abhorr'd and impious Treachery 
Obfcorely die unknown to future Ages ; 
Or if our Shame muft be deliverM down. 
By all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, 
Itihall not pafs without a Brand of Puniihment. ' 

Tis wondrous well f Young Man, yon king it rarely F 
YoQ mean to be renown'dfor early Jn^ce, 
And mark your oftentatioiis Love of Virtue, 
£v'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power : 
Perhaps we too ourfelf muft be arraigned 
Before your puny Bar, and feel your Ax ; 
TTwill be a nobfe Subjed for your Praifc, 
And yield much Ma^r to declaiming Flattera^. 

^ RTA BA N. 
You, Madftm, are my Mother, Nature blinds me 
And bids me fee no Faults in her that bore me ; . 
Thofe other Slaves that dare * 

^UEEN. 

May be imriM>rtal, 
For ought that thou canft do to caufe their Fate. 
Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favor, 
Which in precarious wife on me depending, 
Eidib by my Concurrence to its Being ? 
Miftaken Youth ! whofe giddy Brain Ambition 
Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapors, turn'd ; 
Think'ft thou that J, whofe Soul was form'd for Sway, 
Would lay the'Golderi Reins of Empire down ? 
Or truft 'em to the Guidance of a Boy, 

E 3 Who 
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Who ihall difpofe of me, or tbofe that icrve m^y 

According to the Diflates of old Mor^, 

His bearded Tutor gleans from mufty Autibors ? 

ART A BAN. 
Nay then, 'ti^time I (houid exert niyfelf ; 
And tho' you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
(Who made my Father be as he was/ Royal, 
And ftampt the Mark of. Greatiiefs oa my Soul) 
I claim ray Right to Empire : may I fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any fuperior Being, butthofe G^ds. 

■ ^UEEN. 
Thou rav'fl, and hail forgot mc, 

4RTAB AN.. 

No, you are 
My Mothc;r, and a Woman* form*d to obey i . . 
On that Condition all the Sex's Privileges 
Are founded : the creating Hand, ha^ xaix'd 
Softnefs and Beauty in ypur Compof^QOi 
Tp charm and bend the Mvod^i }^^^» impatient 
Of the ignoble Pleafure ; you .wore made for 
Tjifi Wesdfinefs and Neceffities of I?at;uxe : 
III are your feeble Souls for Givataefs fuited : 
De£rc of Goveniment is mon^Qus in y^u. 

^UEEN. 
Thou mighty Qoddefs, Nature ! doft thou hear 
This Rebefl Sonf this infolem Upbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Balbm ? 
To build whofe future GreatneA to the Skie^t 
My anxions Soul has labored more tlun when 
I felt a Mother's Sorrow for his Birtk: 
Ungrateful Boy ! . ■ 

Know, Fool f that vaunt'ftthyfelf upoa diy Maakood^ 
The greateft He thy lou^er Kind e*^ had, 

Muft have conftfc'd Wwian** ihperfor WH^ - 

And 
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And own'd our Sex's jult Prerogative. 
Did not a Mother^s Fondnefs plead hard for thee. 
Thy Head fhould pay the Forfeit of thy Infolecce ; 
For know, young King, that I am Fate in Perfia^ 
And Life and Death depend upon my Pleafure. 

ART J BAN. 
The World' would be well governed, ihoold the Gods 
Depute their Providence to Women's Care, 
And trufi them with the Fate of Kings and Empires. 

Yet thou art fafe. Away, nor tempt me further. 
The Patience ev'n of Gods themfelves has Limits, 
Tho' they with long Fort)earance view Man's Folly, 
Yet if thou dill perfifi to dare my Power, 
Like them I may be urg'd to loofe my Veu^ance, 
And tko' thou wert my Creature, fbrike thee dead. 

MJRZA. 
^Befeedi you, Sir, retire; ^e Qaeen your Mother, 
Labors willi wifeft Forefight for your Good, 
And is inceas'd to fee you thwart that Purpofe. 

ARTABAK. 
What is the Good of Greatnefs, but the Power f 
Madam, I leave you ; my own imiate Virtue 
Arms me againft your Rage, unjuft and impotent : 
Wait but the great Succefs my Soul divines, 
And you will own your little juggling Arts 
Have only ferv*d to obftru^ a while my Glory, 
Andikreen this elder Brother from my Conque^. 

[Exeunt Artaban and Cleanthes. 

'^IJEEhN, 
Some envious PowV above, fome hoftile Demon, 
Works uaderiumd againft my fbonger Genhis, 
And cottftteniBiiet me with Domeftk Jars. 
Malicious Chance f When all abroad was fafe. 
To ftart an unfeen Danger from myfelf I 

£ 4 Mirza. 
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Mirza^ didft not thou mark the haaghty Boy ? 

With what afTuming Pride he own'd his Darings, 

And daimM Superiority of Power ? 

Oh can I live and bear to be contrplPd ? 

To fhare the Pleafurc of fuprcme Command • 

With him or any one ? Oh Artemifa^ 

Didfl thou difdain Subjeflion to a Huihand, 

The proadeft Title of that Tyrant Man, 

And canft thou yield t* a Boy, a Son, by Nature 

And grateful Duty to Obedience bound \ 

UlRZA, 
Madam^ let me intreat you, by the Gods, 
To calm your juft Refentnients : Medling Fortiiilt» . 
(Whofe 'Malice labors to perplex the Wiie) 
If not prevented, will unravel all 
Thofe finer Arts, which we with Care havewove«^ . 
The Prince led on by this pernicious Honor, 
May fet die Prisoners free; think, if that happen. 
To what a Shock of Fate we ftand exposed. ^ 

^is true ; this fboHfh Honor ruins all. 
Ridiculous Notion I as if Self-Intereil 
Were not the firft and nobleft Law of Nature. 
Say then, wife Lord, and let thy ready Wit. 
Still prefent to itfelf, avert this Blow. 

MJRZA. 
. One Method; tho* ungentle, yet remains 
To remfedy the Fears this 111 pr9dttces; : 
71us Inflant let a Guard confine the Prince, 
Ere he can gain the M#ans t*eiFeft that Mifchief 
He meditates againft himfelf and us : • 
To-morrftw, early as the Morning dawns. 
The Prifoners all (hall die; that once difpatch^d, 
This raging Fit of Honor will relax. 
And give him leifure to confidcr coolly . 

Th"Ad. 
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TJi' Advantage of his Fortune. 

^UEEN. 

You have Reafon ; 
And the' I fear his haughty Temper will 
But badly brook Cpnfinement, he muft learn 
To bear it as he can ; perhaps 'tWill bend him. 
And make his Youth more pliant to my Will. 

MIRZJ, 
Your Orders c^aunot be difpatch'd too foon, 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is precious, 

^UEEN, ^ 
The Eunoch Bagoaj, let him attend us. 
He fliall receive Inftru^ons on the Inliant. 

[Exetmt the ^een and Mirzz/everalfy. 



S C E N E IL 

MiRZA^s Palace. 

Enter Cleone in a Man's Habit, nvitha Dark-Lanthmr, 

B £ L I z A foUo<wing. 

CLE ONE. 

YE gentle Powers, who view our Cares.with Pity 
Lend your Compaffion to the poor Amefiriu 
Oh my Belixa! was not diy Soul wounded, 
To hear (when now we paft by her Apartment) 
The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings? 
By Heav'n, my aking Heart bleeds for her Sufferings, 

•^ BE LIZ A, 

^Tis fare fhe/eels the bittereft Pangs of Woe; 
And were not all my Tltoughts to you devoted. 
Her Grief would deeply fink into my Sou}. 
Why will you tempt ^lone ten thoufand Dangers ? 

E 5 - You 
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Your Father's and the furious Queea's ReftnCments ? 
The cruel Guards, and all thofe fatal Accidents, 
Which in the Horror of this dreadful Night 
Might (hake the Refolmion of a Man ? 
• CLE ONE. 

Pr ythee no more ; thou know*fl I am refoiv*d» 
And ail thy kind Advice is urg'd i« vain; 
Thy fond miflaking Fears. prefent the Danger 
More dreadful than it is : This Mafter-key 
Admits me thrtf that PafTa^e to die Temple, 
By which the Guards, who feiz'd the unhappy Prince 
This Morning, entered; that of all the reft 
Js only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Affifted by the friendly Veil of Night, 
We m»y condu£l him thro' my Father's Palace 
In fafety to the Street ; there undiftinguilH*d 
Amongft tht bufy difcontentcd Crowd, 
That fwarm in murmuiing Heaps, he may retire j 
Nor fhall my Father or the Queen e'er know 
The pious Ftaud my Love was guilty of. 

BE LIZ A. 

Yet ftill I fear-— 

CLE ONE. 

No ftiore^ petire and leave me ; 
My droopii^g Heart fits lighter tl^an if s wgat. 
And cheerfully pre&ges good SuCiiefsr. . 

^ BELIZE. 

Where ftiall I wait you ? 

CLEONE. 

At my own ApartfOf nt. 
BELIZE. 
The mighty Gods protjeft yon, 

CLJ£QN£. 

Softly: Retire- . ' 

lExii Beiiaa. 
What 
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W2iat Noifc was that ? The Creature of my Fears, 

In vain, fond Maid, wouldfl thou belyc thy Sex, • 

Thy coward Soul confefTes thee a Woman, 

A fooliih, rafh, fond Woman. . Where am I going? 

To fave my Godlike Hero. Oh my Heart f 

It pants and tremblea ; fure *tis Joy, not Fear : 

The Thought has giv'n me Courage ; I fhall fave him, 

That dailing of my Eyes. What if I fail? 

Then Death is ifi my reach> and ends my Sorrows. 

[SbenAHng 4 Dagger. 
Why dofl dioa (hake , my Hand , and fear to grafp 
This Inibniment of Fate ? If I fucceed. 
Yet Artax€rxis will nt)t live/or mei 
And my Defpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death evVy way ihuts up my gloomy Proipef^. 
If then there be that Letln and Jlyfium^ 
Which Priefts and Poets tell, to that dark Stream 
My Soul, of Life Impatient, fliaU makehafte. 
One healing Dranght my Quiet fhall refton, 
And Love forgotten, ne'er, di^urb jnc more. 

IRxit Cleone. 



SCENE III. 

A Nigk-Scene of the Temple of the Sun. 

Enter A R taxsrzes ami M s.m n n. 

JRTJXERXES. 

STILL *tis in vain! this idle Rage is vain i 
And yet my fw^ling Faffions wiil have way ; 
And rend my Ic^boriogBreafl.tiU they iiid v^i^t. 
Was it for this, ye ca^el Gods, you made me . 
Great like yoitffelveft, and as a Sliiig> to l>e 

Your 
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Your facred Image ? Was it but for this ? 
To be cut down^ and mangled by vile Hands, 
Like the falfe Objed of millaken Worfhip ? 
Why rather was I not a peafant Slave, 
Bred from, my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 
And to my delUn'd Load inur'd betimes ?. 

MEMNON. 
The Malice of our Fate were not compleat. 
Had we not been by juft Degrees to Happinefs ' 
RaisM, only to be plupg'dthe deeper down 
In an Aby fs of Woes. Early Sccc^efs 
Met and attended all my yonthfifl Wars ; . 
And when I rufh'd amidft the dreadful Battel, : 
The weaker Genii of our J/ian Monarcl^s 
Shrunk from the Force of a fuperior Fate ; 
O'er- match'd 'they fell, and by my Sword were fwept 
~ Like common beings from the glorious Field. 
Then was the D^y of joyous Triumph, then. 
My Soul was lifted high, ev-'n to the St^s. - 

But now— what am 1 now ? O damn'd Reverie of 

Fortune ! . 

Now, jvhcn my Age would be indulged in eafe. 
And joy in Pleafure of my former Fame, 
Now I am curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 
My Foes Deri fion, and the Scorn of Cowards. 

JRTJX'ERXES. -' - 

Oh Torture of my Soul I damn'd racking Thought ? 
Am not I too rj feri'*d for fervile Vaffalage ? 
I'o be the Subjed of a Boy's Command ? 
A Boy by Nature fct beneath my Sway, 
And born to be my Slave ! Shall he triumph. 
And bid me live or die ? Shall he difpole 
His beardlefs Vifage to a fcornful Smile, 
And tell me that his Pleafure is my Fate 
No; my difd«inful Soal fiiall fimggle out. 

And 
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And ftart at once from its diihonor*d Manfion. 

MEMNON, 

Oh royal Thought f Nor fhall they keep back Death, 
Alcho' its common Means be not in reach. 
Shall my old Soldier's outiide, rough and hardy. 
Scarred o*er with many an honorable Mark, 
Be cagM for public Scorn f 'Shall a Dog tell roe. 
Thus didfl thou once, and now thou art my Slave ; 
My Foot ihall fpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 
And trample in the Dud thy Silver Hairs F 
Shall I not rather choak, hold in my Breath, 
Or finear fome Wall or Pillow with my Brains ? 

JRTJXERXES, 

Rage» or fome God (hall fave^is fironnf Difhonor. 
But, oh my Father ! Can we take our flight, 
Tho' to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ihe now? Where is my Queen, my Bride, 
My Charmer, my An*ejiris ? 

MEMNO-K 

Speak not of her, 

ARTAXERXES. 
Not fpeak? 

MEMNON. 
Nor think of her, if pofliblc 
ARTAXERXES. 
Was fbe not fnatch'd, torn from my helplefs Arms, 
Whilft every God look'd on, and faw the Wrong, 
Heard her loud Cries, which vainly flrove to rouze 
Their flow unready Vengeance? Was flie not 
Forc'd from my panting Bofom (yet I Kvc) 
£v'n on our Bridal Day ? Then, when our Fialhcs 
W ere kindly joinM, and made bi|t one De6re ? 
Then, when ihe iighM andgazM,andbluih'd and figh'd ? 
When every Touch, when every Joy grew fiercer. 
And thofe^hatwere behind were more than mortal? 

To 
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To lofe her then I oh f — 

And yet you bid me think of her no more. 

MEMNON. 
I do; for the bare mention turns my Brain^ 
And even now I border upon Madnefs; 
So dreadful is the very Appreheniion 
Of v^hat may be. 

ARTAXERXES. 

Cjan we make Thought go back? 
Will it not turn again, cleave to our Breafbs, 
And urge Remembrance tUI it Hing iis home ? 
Ha f now the ghaftly Scene is fet before me ; 
And as thou faidfl it runs me to Cifbadion j 
Behold her Beauties formed for Kings to ferv.e. 
Held vile, and treated like an abje^ Slave \ 
Helplefs amidft her cruel Foes ihe ftands, 
Infiilting Artemi/a mocks her Tears» 
And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. 

MEMNON. ' ". 

Would that were all. 

ARTAXER'XES. 
Ha f Whither woold*it thou ^rive me ? 

MEMNON. 
Did you like me coniider that Dog Mrza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, 
BorA, nurs'd« and bred a VillaiQ, you would fear 
The worft Effeds his Malice could exprefs 
On Virtue which he hates, when in his Power. 

• ARTAXERXE&. 
What is the worft ? 

. MEMNON.,. 
. What my jold faltriog Tongue 

Trembles tp utter ; goatiih Lu^ and Rape. 

ARTAXERXES. 
Ha J ilape ! if there are Gods, it is imponble, 

MEMNON. 



\ 
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MEMNON. 
Oh ! dreadful Image far a Father's Thought I 
To have his only Child, her Sex*s BoaA, 
The Joy of Sight»» and Comfort of his Age^ 
Dragged by a Villain Slave, his mthlefs Han4 
Wound in her Hair» tp fome remote dark Cell» 
A Scene for Horror fit, t]|^e to be blotted 
By his foal Luil> till Appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow iavage firft, let this old Hand 
That oft has blefs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd j 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my Foot, 
To, fpare a Father's greater Shame and Sorrow. 

JRTJXERXES. 
A Father I What's a Vs^er's Flagae to nine? 
A Husband and a Lover ! If it can be;. 
If there is fuch a hoarded Curfe in flore. 
Transfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder 
Fall on my Head, and lUike me to the Center* < 
Left if I (houid furvive my ruin'd Honor 
And injured Love, Ifhould ev'n ciufe your Godheads, 
Run banning, and blafpheming thro' the World, 
And with my Exfcrations fr^ht youi Worflupperi 
From kneeling at your Altars. 

Enter C l B o m b with a dark Lanthom and Key, 

CLEONE, . 
This Way the echoing Accents feem to come : 
Sure 'tij the •wretched Prince ! oh can you hear him. 
And yet refuie to knd your Aid, ye Gods ? 

:^RTJXERXES, 
This Gloom of horrid Night fuits well my Soul, : 
Love, Sorrow, copfcious Worth, and Indignation, 
£tir mad Confofion in my lab'ring Breaft, 

And 
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And I am all o'er Chaos. 

CLEONE. 

Is this, alas \ 
The State of Artaxtrxes, Perfia\ ^eir ? 
Not one poor Lamp to chear the difmal Shade 
Of this huge holy Dungeon ! Slaves, Murderers, 
Villains that Crofies wait for, are not us'd thus: 
ril fticw myfelf. 

\^be turns the Lights -and comes to^anis 
Artaxerxes and Memnon. 
MEMNON, 
Hal whence this Gleam of Light i 

ARJjiXERXES, 
Fate is at hand, let^s hai^e to bid it welcome^ 
It brings an end of Wretchednefs. 

CLEONE. 

Speak lower j. 
I am a Friend ; Long live Prince Artaxerxes, ~ 

ARTAXERXES. 
What Wretch'art thon. that hail'ft me with a Curfe ? 
Come from that Cloud that moffljes np thy Face, 
And if thou haft a Dagger, ihew ii boldly : 
We wifh to die^ 

. CLEONE, 
Think better on my Errand; ;. 
I bring you Bleifings, Liberty, and Life, 
And come the Miniiler of happier Fate. 

[Turns the Light m her/elf. 
Now down^ my Blood, down to my trembling Heart. 
Nor fparkle in my Vifage to betray me. [Afide^ 

artaxerxe'^. 

Ha I as I live, a Boy ! a blulhing Boy F , 
Thou wcrt not form*d fure for a Murderer's Officei 
Speak t)ien, and tell me what and whence thou art. . 

CLEONIE. 
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CLEONE, 
Oh feek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
Which known imports yoa not. I am a Yoath 
J'lbanddn'd to Misfbrtnnes firom my Birth, 
And never knew one Canie to joy in Life» 
fiot this that puts it in my Power to fave 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no mojf«y 
But follow thro** the Mazes that I tread. 
Until you £nd your Safety. 

JRTJXERXES. \ 

Thus forbidding. 
Thou giv'fl me caufe t'enquirei Are then the Guardsv 
That when the Day went down, with ftri6left Watch 
Obfer/d the Temple Gates, removed or fled? 

CLEONE. 
't'hey are not, but with numbers reinfbrc'd 
Keep every Paflage ; Only one remains 
Thro* Mirxe^i Palace, open to your Flight. 

MEMNON. 
Haf Mrxal there's Damnation in his NamCy 
Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it^ 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 
Prom him ? or ought that has ao Intereft in him \ 
Rather, fufped this feigning Boy his Inftrument^ 
To plunge us deeper yet, if poifible. 
In Mifery ; perhaps fome happy Accident^ 
As yet to us unknown, preferves us from 
The utmoft Malice of his Hate while here. 
This fets his wicked Wit at work to draw us . 
Forth from this holy Place ; much better be 
The Pris ners of the Gods, than wear, his Fetters. 

CLEONE. 
Unfortunate Sufpicion f What ihall I fay 
To urg^ 'em to be fafe, and yet preferve 
My wretched felf unknown I . . i^fik. 

ARTAX^ 



ARTAXERXES. 

Surety that Face 
Was not ddlgnM to hide diHembled Malice. 
Say, Youth^artthouof Mra^'sHoufe (asfuiethoamull^ 
If thou pretend'H to lead os that Way forth) 
And canft tkoo be a Friend to ^r/izv/rjierjy 
Whom that fell Dog, that Minifter of Devils, 
With moil opprobrious Injartes has loaded? 

CLEONE. 
Tho' I am his, yet fare I never (har'd - 

His Hate. Shall I confefs and own my Shame ? 

Oh Heavens 1-^ [4^*. 

M EMNON. 
Mark,, th' unready Traitor ftammers ; 
Half- bred and of the Mun^el Strain of Mifchief, 
He has not Art.enough to hide the Cheat, 
His deep-defi'gning Lord had better plotted. 
Away f thinks he fo pooily of our Wit, 
To gull us with a Novice ? If our Fate 
Has giv'n us up, and mark'd us for De&u^oa> 
Tell him, v/e are refolv'dto 4»qet ic here» 

CLEONE. 
Yet hear mc, Prin(;e, fince you fufpefl me fent 

By Mirza, to enfnare you, know I ferve 

(Oh Gods ! to what am I reduced !) [-^^] ^his 

Daughter : 
Some God compafiioiiate of your Woes has ftirr'd 
A Woman's Pity in her fofter Breafti 
And 'tis from her I come to give you Liberty, 
I beg you to bdieve me* . [SUive^j. 

ARTAXERXES. 

. See, he weeps I ' ^ 

MEMNON. 
The waiting Tears Hood ready for Command, 
And now they flow to vamiih tkft falfe T«te.^ 

ARTAX^ 



^be Ambkiem Step-Mother. 91 

JRTJXERXES. 
His DaagHter, fa/ft thou ^ I haire feen the Maid, 
Dofi thoa ferve her? And could (he fend thee to me ? 
*Tis an tinlikely Riddle. 

1MEMN0N. 

Perhaps 'tis meant, 
That Ihe who (hares his poifoncras Biood, fliaU ftiai^ 
The Pleafure of his Vengeance, and inare 
The Waman'% Handstand Eyes to Death and Mifchief . 
Bat thou her Inftrament, be gone, and fay. 
The Fate of Princes is not fport for Girls. 

CLBONE, 
Some envious Power blafb my pioos Pnrpoie, 
And nought but Death remains : O that by that 
I might perfuade him to believe and truft me ; 
And £y that Fate which with the Morning waits him f 

I grieve, my Lord, to find your hard Sitfpicion 
Debars me from prefeiving your dear Life, 
(Which not yonr own Amefirls wiflies more. 
To-morrow''s Dawn, (oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen refolves (hall be your lail. 
Oh fly ! let me conjure you, fave yourfelf. 
May that moft awful^od that here is worihipp'^d 
Deprive me of his chearfiil Beams for ever, 
Make me the wretched *ft thing he iees while living. 
And after Death the loweft of the DamnM, 
If I have any Thought but for your Safety. 

JRTAXERXES. 
N04 I have found the Malice of thy Millrefs ; 
Since I tefus'd her Love when fhe was proferr'd 
By her ambitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a wOTthier Choice beflowM my Heart, 
She vows revenge on me fot flighted Beauty. 

CLBONE. 
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CLE ONE. 

My Lord, yon do her moft unmanly Wrongs 
She owns the Merit of .the fair Jmejirisy 
Nor ever durft imagine fhe deferv'd you. 
Oh! fparc that Thought, nor blot her Virgin Fame. 
In Silence ftill fhe wondered at your Virtues, 
Blefs*d you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd;* 
This wounds her moft, that you fuiped^ unkindly 
Th*. officious Piety that would have fav'd you. 
Carelefs of an oHvnded Father's Rage, 
For you alone concerned, (he charg'd me guide yoa 
When midnight Sleep had clos'd obferving Eyes, 
Safe thro' her Father's Palace with this Key.^^ — 
And if I met with any that durft bar 
Your PaiTage forth, ihe bid me greet him thus ■■ " ■ 

\^tabs her/eif. 
jiRTAXERXES, patching her as Jhejalh . ] 

What hail thou done, ra(h Boy ? 

CLEONE, 

QWti yoa the lad. 
And pnfy Proof remained, that could convince yo« 
I held your Life much dearer than my own. ^. . 

MEMNON. 
Horrid Amazement chills my freezing Veins f 

CLEONE. 
Let me conjure you with my latefb Breath, 
Make hafte to feize the Means that may preserve you; 
This Key, amidfl the fumult of this Night, 

[Gi*ving the Key. 
Will open you a way thro^ Mirza*s Palace. 
May every God affift and guard your Flight : 
And oh ! when all your hopes of Love and Glory 
Are crown'd with juft Succefs, will you be good. 
And think with Pity on the loft CUom ? 

» 

ARTJX* 
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JRT.^XERXES. 
Ten tbodand difinal Fancies crowd my T]ioo|^ts 
Oh! is it poflibl^ thou csLO&btfhe, 
Thoo mofi unhappy Fair«one? 

CLE ONE. 

Spare my Shame* 
Nor call the Blood that flows to give me Peace* 
Back to my dying Cheeks. Can yoa. forget 
Who was my Fadier ? And remember only- 
How nuich I wiih'd 1 had deferv'd yourFriend/hip ? 
Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and fay* your Lore ? 
Bat 'twas- not in my Fate. 

JRTAXERXES. 

^ What (hall I fajj, 
Towitnefs bow my grateful Heart is touched? 
But, oh ] why wouIdA thou give this fatal Inftance } 
' Why hall thou fiain'd me with thy Virgin Bloods 
I fwear, fweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The . Malice pf thy Father, tho' he feeks 
My Life and Crown; thy Goodnefs might atone 
£v*n for a Nations Sins; look up^ andlive^ 
And thou fhalt Hill be near me as my Heart. 

CLEONE. 
Oh charming Sounds ! that gently lull my Soul 
To everlafting Reft ; I fwear 'tis more. 
More Joy to die thus blefs*d, than to have liv'd 
A Monarchy's Bride; may every Bleffing wait you 
In War and Pea^e, ilill may you be fhe greateft. 
The Favorite «f the Gods, and Joy of Men — 
I faint --7 Oh ! Ipt me lean upon your Arm — 

[She dies, 
JRTJXBRXES, 
Hold up the Light, my Father: Ha ? (he fwoons \ 
The iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 
And fee, like Lilies nipp'd with Froft, they languiih. 

MEM' 
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MEMNON. - 
Mr tough old Soldier's Hent mdts at die Sight, 
And atk uowonted Pity moves my Bfeafi; 
ni-fated Maid ! too good for thit damn'd Race, 
Ftx>m which thou drew'fi thy Being ! Snte the Gods, 
Aagry ere while, will be at length appeas'd 
With this Bgre^us Viftim : let h tempt *cm 
Mow while dtey feera to Imile. 

ARTJXERXES. 

A Be«m of Hope 
Strilcea thro' my Soe), like die fijft uifant Light 
That glanc'd upon the Chaoi ; if we rescfa 
The open City, Fate may be oara again : 
Butoh! whate'erSttccefs or H^ppinefs . 
Attend my Life, flill fair unhappy Maid, 
Stilt fliall thy Memory be my Orlef and Honors 
On one fix'd Day in eachretaraing Year, 
Cyprefs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my ^n^ffri/ thy hard Fate ihall mourn, 
And with frefli Rofrs cTOwn thy Virgin Urn, 
Till in Btyfium btefs'd, thy gentle Shade 
Shall owD asf Vows of Sorrow jnfily paid. {Eximi, 
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A C T V. S C E N E I; 

M I R z A'i Palace. 

EntirMl rza^ Magas^ lauf AttendanU wth lights^ 

MIRZJ. 

P HO ! You o'er-rate tlie Danger. 
MAGAS. 

Ifldo, 
We err in the Extremes, fince yoa eileexn it 
As much too lightly; think you then *tis nothing. 
This horrid Jar'of Tumult and Confufioa? 
Heads white with Yearsj and vers'din long Experience^ 
Who yet remember all the different Changes 
A rolling Age produces, cannot call 
To mind one InHance dreadful as this Night. 
Infernal Difcord hideous to behold. 
Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, 
And fends a Snake to every vulgar BreaH. 
From feveral Quarters the oMid Rabble fwarm, 
Arm'd with the Inftruments of hafly Rage, 
And in confus'd difocderly Array 
Moft formidable march: their diiFering Clamors, 
Together join'd, compofe one differing Sound; 
Arm ! Arm ! they cry. Religion is no more. 
Our Gods are flighted, whom if we revenge not. 
War, Peftilence, aad Famine will enfue. 
And univerfal Ruin fwallow all. 

MIRZA. . 
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MIR ZA. 
A Crew of mean unthinking heartlefs Slaves, 
Wttli eafe ftirPd op to Mutiny, and quell'd 
With the fame eafe, with like expreffions Shew. 
Their Joy or Anger, both are Noife and Tumult, 
And ilill when Holidays make Labor ceafe, 
They meet and ihoat: do thefe deferve our Fears ? 

MAG AS. 
Mod certainly they may ; if we confider 
Each Circumltance of Peril that concurs; 
Tigranesy with the reft that 'fcap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd amongft this Herd, and urge the Wtongs 
Which with the Gods their Prince and Menmm fnfier. 

MIRZA. 
Nor need we fear ev'n that, fafe in the Aid 
And Number of our Friends, who treble theirs : . 
For this mad Rpot that hum and fwarm together. 
For want of fomewhat to employ their Folly, 
Indulge *em in their Fancy for Religion. 
Thou and thy holy'Bfotherhood of Priefts, 
Shall in Proceffion bear the facrpd Fire, 
And ail our golden Gods ; let their Friends judge 
If ftill they look not kindly as of old : 
*Tis a moft apt Amufement for a Crowd, 
They'll gaze and gather round the gaudy Shew, 
And quite forgat the Thou ghts of Mutiny. 
A Guard fhall wait you. . 

MAG AS. 
Why go not you too with us ? 
They hold your Wifdom in moft high regard. 
And will be greatly fway'd by your Pd*fua{ion ; 
'I h' occafion is well worth your Care and Prefencc. 

MIRZA. 
Oh ! youll not need my Aid : Befides, my Friend, 
My Hours this Night are deftio'd Co a I'ask 

Of 
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Of mbfe impift; A«n arc 1^ Pates of Million s 
Sock gi9v»litig 8e«l» 49 di«iri. Arf^ the Secret 
Is immature, nor worth jroijr^prefent Knowledge : 
To-moiTOw that and'^aSl nqr Brcaft is yours. 
Imuft not, dare not tnift ^^^^^^ my Weaknefs, "I 
Twill mari^ me &r hi&Pcorni ^twVttXqW Wi«Qm, > 
Ifwc muft needs 6« Fools, ^o hile^ipr ^oWy. [i^fS** J ^ 

He means the Pri^'p^rs t>^;att* let hm ePgrof& ^ 
The People's Hatej^ mopopoliw JJapn^ti^Miv, • L* 
I will be fafely igniiraul Qt, ^cWefc ; : i [4Wf t J 
Hereafter whciiv, )K^wr Wifdpm Mi thjipk, fi^ . 
To fliare thofe 'rtiQ^gJI^t^* ^d tfuft'e m with i^a^r f rka»4> 
I ihall be plea(('d ip- know » ti^^ infl^t Hqw^ . . 
My Care's are all emplOy'd 03 my own Province^ 
Which haft^s me henc^. ; , . 

May all ypar Qoii^ siffifl yott* 
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s c E..N-ir II. 

An Apartment in Mr RzaV Palace*^ 

# • - 

^ter AMEsfTRiS. 

JMESTRIS. 

WILL ye not heaf, ye ev^r-gfacious Gods? 
(Since fure you do not joy in oar Misfortunes^ 
But only try the Strength of our frail Virtue.) 
Are not my Sorrows fhll i can ought be added ? 
My-RdyalLord, and Father? yet dear Names 
In which xay all of Happinefs was fumm'd. 
What have the Miniibrs of Fate done with you? 
Vol. L F Arc 
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Are yoa not dead ? Toofuief That's paft a doubt; 
OMmnon I oh jny Prince | my Pather I Qh my Uu^band I . 

Enter M i R z a. 

V 

MiRZJ. /'■■'' ' ' 
Such ^ipio was t except alone thofe Teaii) 
When, npon Ida's Top ihe charm 'd the God, 
That long had been a Stranger to her Bed i 
Made him forget the Bafinefs of the .World, 
And lay afide his Providence, t'employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. 
And fure 'twas worth the while; had I been Jove, 
3o had I too been pleas'd to be deceived 
Into immortal Joys. O ceafe thy Tears ? ■■ ■ . 

JMESTRIS. 
Give Vm me back, or if the Grave and thoa 
Reftore to none, oh join my Fate to theirs f 
Shut us together in fome filent Vault, 
Where I may fit and weep till Death^s kind Hand 
ShaU4ay megendy by my Lord's dear fide. 
And hufii my Sorrows in eternal Slumber. 

. UlRZA. 
tn pity to your Form afiwage thofe Tears, 
Sorrow is Beauty's B^ne; nor let your Breail 
H^bor a Fear: I wage not War with Fair-ones; 
But wifh you would efface thofe ugly ThoughtSi 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you ; 
Let Joy, the Native of your Soul, return. 
And tiOve's gay God fit fmiling in your Eyes, 
And eril he did ; I wifh you wond'rous well. 
And wduld fo fully recompence the Lofs 
You fondly mourn » that when you count the Gaips, 
Yourfelf ihould own your Fortunes are well chan{;*d* 

AMZ^JRIS. 
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Ok impious Comforter f talk*ft thou of joy^ 
When Nature di^lates utAy Death and Horror? 
Is diere a God can break the Laws of Fate, 
And give me back the predous Lives I*ve loft f 
Wliat oaa*ft thou Recompenqe ? Can ought atont 
For BkxMl ? A Father's and a Hasbaad*s Blood? 
Sttch Cbmfbrt brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 
When having flain the Shepherd, fmear'd with Gore; 
Heteaps aawift the helplefs bleating Flock« 

MIRZA. 
Awxy with this Perverfeaefs of thy Sex, 
Xhefe fbolifh Tears, thefe peevifh Sighs and Sobbings, 
Look Qp, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And to thy Wiih I wall indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all th' imagined Splendor of the Gods 
Shall match diy Pomp, fublimdy (halt thou fliiiie. 
The Boaft and Glbry of our^^^finr World ; 
Nor (hall one She of all thy towering Sex 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power. 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place fqareme* 

AMESTRIS. 
There is but one, one only thing to diink on. 
My murdered Lord, and his dark gaping Grave^ 
That waits nndos'd impatient of my coaung. 

MIR ZJ. 

Ok Jiften, ge«tle Maid» iniiile I impaK 
A Story of fuch fofeiefi to thy Bar, 
As (like the Hah^on brooding o'er the Waves) 
May with its Influence hufli thy ftormy Grieft. 

AMESTRIS. 

Be gone; and if thou bear'ftone Thought of Pity 
In that har^i Breaft, oh leave me to myfelf. 
Nor hj thy Prefence, hideous to my Soul, 
And fiorrid Confolation^, flrive to add 

jr Fa .To 



To my full Woes, that iwellM without thy help. 
Already riie.and babble o'er the Margm. 

MVRtjt - • - . 
What if I taik'd of Love ? 

• MIRZJ. 
ff Lore be iftC»ftfO«s, fi^ is this fiurFrsmei ^ • 
This beauteous Wbrld, thisCahO]^,. tkit Sky ^ - 
That fparkling ftiaes with^Getn^ ol Light iwimqwlfl ei 
And fo art thou and I, ^uce Jlote made all; 
Who kindly rccdn(ci]l'dtthe.jffin»g /boins .■ .1 . . : ,. r^. 
Ii) fiiictidl^ Lngafr and .bid;'eai.b^ a;¥t^lM^ '. .....,' 

Frame'doltby lovely Moutktken t» bte^h4mA- 
Thy great Creator ; thoaart his, a«d andc Ant 
HTs more TpccaBarSermei thy hci^t^W$» .... 

Thy,jiioiafed.Lip^ thy fiiiiig {JK^mfBotooh^ 
Thy every P^!«as.niflid^ t© fiuioii}t Jfcgr, :> /,. :.< ' , . 
Ev'n to a riotom^9»et%j»6 Hapfideis;:.' : : i :?. , 
Oh give me boMi. i^fte thy blifsM Chirpv^. ; ; . . 
And tsk&B^ Woahfat, my lio^aaii^ ffem^^ tafca aU« v 
All, all for Recompei|<%e; ' * ' . 

, . .loascraUcWieUh/i. 

Thus, is it,tkiiaihoitratikifta%iig|B'iQi)t ionitm ht 
When thy inhuman bloody ^i^i^ty. 

Now with recbw^Ikld i^jf^ <;lfiiaii»:sli|ri(OQii JKmI»: 
Com'ft thou befpott^4cttitib»tlw ctaficiltBl^htor , . .' • 
ToproiFei:iwi#^[^^«;J A€«tttfeiJfk«rilJ j ; : 
Horror aad Ctelef. #^ Wii m^t^.afiiKyf; ;; u / -.• 
Still with my echoiiigt Crx^si I- wilVpurfue thee, 
And.l^l^ V€|»|p^n<^ift'thygiuityB4r&i: 
Vengeance f^r H^^ I .fo4r i»yi VfinQ^\M^d$f I . 
And for my jppj> ol4 FaA^ ? Thiftk ij-^, V#au>, : 
Who art the Fl%i^,;^n^S$pUJ;g«^9f ^^g^aj^x^iJifKi* 
c'. L •'■ That 
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That there is Peace ibr tkee, wkilft I roQ inxd 
With ragiBg Sorrow ; Vegcance, Vengeance waits thee. 
Great as my Woes !-^My dear, dear Artaxtrxes! 

MIRZA. 

I am not lucky at the glofing Art 
Of cfttchMlg <3iHs with V/ordsy bst 'tis no matter, 
Poite is a fure Report ^ and when at laft 
Fierce as a towering Fanlcoa from her Height, 
. I Aoop ta fbike the Prey, it is my own. [^AJide. 

Obftinate Fool, how dar'ft thqu crofs mf Wiih^s \ 
Since the iaine Hand-thKt has avei^'d me well 
Upon my other Foes, commands thy Fate ; 
Tho' Mercy in Compaffion of Ay fieaoty 
Reach out her Hand tofaw thee, yet if lug'd^ 
Revenge aity Adl take plate : think weUon that* 

AMEB7 RIS. 

Thftt, that is all the Mercy wliichl ail^ ; 
Indolge ^y tbirfty Malice in my Blood, 
And haften ine to Peace* - My -Woman's Heart 
Shall g^;fa»r all its livestock of Courage - 

To arm me for the Blow. Tho' Death be terrible, > 
Ghaftly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him 5 
My better Life already is <ieftroy'd, ' 
Imj>erfQ£t.now and wanting half my felf, 
I wander here in vain, and want thy. Hand 
To guide and re-un^e me, to my. ^ord. , 

MIRZA.: 
Alas ! thou hall not.read aright thy DeHiny, 
Matter of miicK Import requires thy Life, 
And fliTl detains tkee hei-e : Cdme, ril inflrudi thed. 
And put thee in the way of Fafte's Defign. 

\JLafing hold on her* 

AMESTRIS, ' 
Unhand m<, Villaia,f 

Nay, you muft not ilruggle, 
F 3 Nor 
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Nor frown, and look afkew ; fantafBc Sex ! 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force you 
To your own Satisfaction. 

AMESTRIS. 

Let me go. 
Abhorred, detefted Monfier ! Shall he brave you. 
You awful God3? ShaU not your Light'ning biaft him ? 

MIRZJ, 
' Oh no f Your Gods have Pleafure's of their owb i 
Some mortal Beauty -charms the wanton yevi. 
Within whole Arms he revels, nor has Leifure 
To mind thy fooliih Screaming. 

• JMESTRIS. 
Hear me now, fweet Heaven f 
Saveme, ye Gods f Oh faveme f fave me! favem^ f 

MIRZJ. 
Come, come along f 'you fee youftrive in vain. 

[Striding *mth her. 

AMESTRIS. 
Is there no Hope of Aid from Gods or Men I 

Oh let me torn to thee then, kneel to diee. 
And with my Prayers and Tears implore thy Pity. 

MIRZJ. 
Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thyTongue, 
And all the fluttering Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly on to the celeflial Sound. 

AMESTRIS. 
What fhall I fay to move him te Compailioil ? 
Thus groveling, proftrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, fpare my Vir^n Honor, . 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable. 
Yet worfe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death : 
Kill me, the laft of my unhappy Race. 
And let old MemHon\ Name with me be loft. 

If Death be not enough, let me live wretched ; 

PoD 
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Poll off thefe Robes^ and clothe me like a Slave, 
Then fend me out CO labor at fome Village, 
Where I oiay groan beneath a cruel Mafter, 
Be hardly us'd, and want e'en Food and Raiment : ^ 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty fliall change. 
And make me loathfome as my Fellow*wietches. 
Oh I. let my Rags claim only this one Privilege, 
To ,wrap me in the Grave a fpotlefs Maid« 

MIRZA. 

Thatl*ongae which pleads makes all intreating vain, 
Thy every Motion, each complaining Accent 
Warms me afrefh, and ur^es new Defire ; 
Thoa art, thoa muft be mme, nor Heaven nor Earth, 
Nor the confpiring Power of Hell ihall iave thee i 
I long to lofe my- Age in thy Embraces, 
To baik and wanton in thy warmer Sun 
Till a new Youth (hoot thro* me. 

JMESTRIS. 

Chafte Dsofay 
And thoa the. Guardian of the Marriage Bed, 

[Getting loofefrom him. 
Thou Royal Jwi, Oh proteft thy Votary f 

MIRZA. 

My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and fhrink unequal to thpir^ Office. 
I pr'y thee yield, ^nte, yieldand be a Queen ; 

\Laying hold on her again. 
Yield, and be any thing. I (^nnot bear 
Thefe fierce convulfive Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. 

JMESTRIS. 

O never, never, never. 
A Caufe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
To my laft Gafp» to De&th I wiU refill. 

F4 MIRZJ. 



1 

.• .: Hi tut A. ' 

My coward Stieagih, d<»f!tlidU ^l^tk fi-dih fiamty ? 
Roufe, and deferve^it I^leafdte dvdawduldft fiifte. 

JMESTRIS, ' '-'-[ '■ 

. UnifiWily Traitor F— feite him, all ye tfends. * 

lift, fke Sitrugglefie dra^m his won f'ow^lird^ andfie^^ ht^^ 

DamBSlriitMi ?• Oh jny Heart,! the curfed Steel 
Has Uruck m^ to the Earth. 

JMESTRI8. 

There fmk for eirer^ 
Nor rife ^a!n to pl^vie the wietcbed WorIA* . . 

MIRZJ. 
My heated Blood ebbs o«t| a&<i' now Km faKt 

My cooler Reafon bids me cutfy mf FoUl^t 
Oh Idiot, Idiot ! to be qai^ht kt p6oil^l . - 
Where are thy fine ArtS.iiQW ? llpravel'd all» 
Mangled 9nd cot to Pieces by a Girl I 
Oh ShaoQe of Wifdom.! W4miii R«vMge:rWMTi]l<«*^ 
i^nd Fdte was in my Grafp, to lofe it all, 
Negled the noble Game, run out my Ybara 
On the Pur&it of Joys I could not taile ! -■ ■ 
My Memory auII be the Jeft of Boys, 

• JfStE'STRIsi 
My boafted<^oiirage inks at Slgh^ <^BIood.. . 

[Letting fail the Ponyard, 
Tho' juftly ihed, and I grow ftiff with Horror. 

[Mkwi Mimptifq t& rife, j^IIsngndn. 

MJRZJ. 
It wo' not be 1 Lifb gulhes oul amain» 
And I fliSdl die without Revenge pr Aid '• [ . ^ . 
What Noift is that without there I llclg ! , . ■} 

• [Tf-amflitfg 'witfoeut. 

AMESTRIS. 
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AMES.TR'IS. 
Oh Heavens I 

WiMt wiU becD^ of : me 2 

£nter^ Orcqanes hi0ilj. 

VktHAVt S. 

My Lord! Where ^Irfe yoti ? 
Bleeding ! and onlhcGrotind^ What wretchedAccidcut ? 
Then Fate "refolveS'to make this Night conjpleat, 
Siich as futteeditig Horrors ire*er (hall ihatch. * 

' Oh tfijr Of\!h^e>s A I a^ fall^ ^ilely^ 
And this laft Part of Life will fully all 
The Wifdom and Senown of what is pail. 
Methddg^ thdu talk'H of Homwi, fpeak *efii boldly. 
And try if ^liglit can aM to lllis. Confiilion. 

OR'CHANES: 
Prepare, tsif Lordj and ^attbioii all y<w WifdoA, 
Yotir tttmofl Conftaacy ofGool to hear " " ** •• 

UIRZA. 
No itabfe I I eantiot wait thy Preparation, 

Let the ill Fortane take me a» it finds me. 

OkCHA NES. 
Then hear it thas ; your Daughser'i de<^ . t 

MIRZA, 

MyDatighterf 

Thy Words have met- with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce cvn thro' my Soul. Say, how ? Where? 
tell xne ! 

. ORCHA NES. 
As with a Goard I kept the Temple-Gites^ 
I heard old Memnon and the Prisoner Prince 
i'Oud as the roaring Ocean in a Stoiin, 
Echoing their Rage thro' the vaft founding Dome; 
Whpi on a ftdden epe the Kight had gainM ' ^ 

F 5 Four 



. io6 The Ambitkus Step-Mother . 

Four Hours at moft, the NoiTe was hofh'd in Silence. 
WondVing, and curious^of the Caufe, I enter'd. 
And found (Oh Grief to Sight !} your lovely Daughter 
Drefs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead. 
One Wound was on her Breaft. Why fhe was thcre» 
Or how, we know not ; to compleat the 111, 
The Prisoners both are fled. 

MIRZJ. 

Fled! 'tis impoffible. 
H^ ! which way ? whither ? .how ? they could not fly. 

JMESTRIS,. 
O wondrous Turn of Joy ! Are they not dead then ? 

ORCHJNES, 
They could not Ycape the Guards; no other Paflage 
Remained but yours, and even that was h&. 
Upon the InfiantI befec each Avenue 
^Which to your Palace leads ; happily ^ yet 
They are not pafs'd from ihence. 

JMEST RIS. 

Guard 'em, ye Gods ! 

MIRZA. 
Find *em agains Orchams, ere I die. 
Or I am more than doubly damnM ; this Lofs 
Is worfe than mine, worfe than my Daughter's Death, 
'Tis Death of my Revenge, Malicious Fortune I 
Slie took the Momei^t when my Wifdom nodded. 
And rain'd me at once. O doating Fool f 
Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman f 
I fickenf Na'ture fails me: Oh Revenge f 
Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 
It fliall; Orcbanes^ drag that Traitrefs to me. 

JME'STRIS. 
®h if thou art a Man, I charge thee looie me, 

2 And 
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And fcorn his bidding, fcom to be his Slave, 

A DtviTs Drudge iBMifchief. Save me from Death, 

Have Pity on my Yoiith, Oh fpare my Yonth \ 

" [Orehanes puUs. Amefbis d^'um to Mirza 
MIRZJ. 
Hearken not to her, drag her, poll her down : 
Shall M^mnon boaftof thee, while I die childlefsf 
No, toC/iMffAGhoftthouarta Viaini. 

coold I but have feen thee with thofe Eyes 

1 view thee now, I had been wile and faf e ; 

That Face ihall make no more Foob in this World, 
Down; bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 
And try if thou canft charm among^ft the Dead. 
Die, Witch ; Enchantrefs, die. {He fiahs her. 

AMESTRIS, 

Ah ! Mercy, Heavens I 

mirzj: 

I thank thee. Hand, at Icskfi, for tl^is laft Service. 
Now fly, Orehanes^ hafte and tell the Queen, 
My lateil Breath flays for her — Something I would 

[Exit Orehanes. 
Important to her Service— I breathe ihort. 
Life ftays in pain, and ftmggles to be gone, 

I ftrive in vain to hold it ^Ha ! what mean 

Thefe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight ? 
Tis Peath, I feel it plain;- the dreadful Change 

That Nature ilarts at Death I ^Death !— What 

is Death! 
Tis a vaft Difquifition, Priefts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My Head turns round-— I cannot form one Thought 
That pleafes me about it.— Dying — ^nwft refelve me. 

[Mirza Siu 
JMESTRIS. 
Oh my hard Fortune ! ' mu& I die ? die now. 

When 



When ^4;r^rx»r calls «nd iai^s. mtlivk } : ' 
His dear Igv'd Image flays m/ parting. Boul^ 
And ma)ces it linger in its itiin'd Hbufe. ^ . . i 

Ha ! fui^ h6*$ del4f«^«r'tb fo, and noit^ie ftands 

[Looking on Mirza. 
Arraigned before 'the dread impartial Judges, ' 
To atifwer to a long Account of Crimes % 
Had I but Strength^ perlapsmy Fate may yet [jStifit^s. 
Find out ft Way to favfi me. . ' ^ 

My Love and Father make LifcwOith my Ca^e, 
AI4S \ my Blood flows faft s this wft}r, I thatik% < - 

* 

Eftterat iheotherjtde Artaxbrxc ^ and Mb nil o j»^\ 
fwith a SivBr dtifrd Dark-Lmithont. 

M£MNqN. 

Ha ! here are lights,, hold lip thy Weapon^ 890. - 

And fee, Blood and a Bodjr on tjlie^FIoqr f;, 
y^Th^i means this Scene of Death ? What Wretch art 

thou ? ' . ..,-.,.« .^ ; ' 

Oh all ye jufter Powers f n?«Wi>«w,ft€, < ._ 

He fcems now dead. », > : .1 j.-.v y*'^..i.\ 

MEMJ^ON, *-i .1 

Diunnatioathdn 4s4iew mkkkii 
Ami if tliete be one.dtq>cs £it of Stttphur, '. . . 

One Plague above the reft in thofe dark Regicma, 
He, as the moft abandoned Dog, may claim it. 
Arid vie for Prcferenccwith J^cvils themUves. 

Re-enter A.M fi 8 T r ^ s. . . , 

JMESTRIS. 
The Doors are gt^^ded, Fate has dos'd me round. 

2 ARTAXERXE^i 



• Ok »y 0ito|fatdr f 

Are ye theft t<Hfle ht M to tlds my EJre^, 
Which could liot tlttfc t<«^6bt bfte' fatting Vifet?; f 
O, hold me, or I fihk-*^ . - ^ i.: . I .:. . 

' • ^ ' • ' ' A?a^! my Child—- , , 

My cruel Pears \ whf art thou p^re aiid fkitit ? ' * 
Ha! whence thh'fiWbd TOfc t kililng Sp^aacl^.r^"''^ 

. YofArftemitty'Heirt. Aeeriihfoft Rl^rlJ6*rs,' ' ; 
My lavi(h H%aTt,- Aat'hj8Hfy roTiliimfes- ' ' ' ' ^■' * ^ 



f ^ 



Its fmftH ifeKfeifc'df Lffe :-Oh!4y fwrgtelitfy' ' - ' * ^ 
On my lad Be J <\A Eirth,- WhcTetSMdhafriferfirtirf^- 
Muft ftiortl/ be the Place ^of tt^/ IWrg keft'. - ' " 1 ^^^ 

WhatkttW 11^ done I or, oh ! if we have finn'd. 
What has th)rliiii4>aan:td0it««o1h«rit this ^ < 

That VaUibi jUrrxb i i j. x fc ■ » ' . < . . 

. M Hail $ayj what trf hln<**' '- 

^'MESTRTS: 
O^er'd inoE bmtal Outrage to my Honor. 

I jiRTj^XS RX£S. 

Oh ye eternal itthfrs of the WoHd> 
CouU yo« JoGk.on tiamov\i f But fay, inilxtiaAe, 
That JLmay bow before the Ood tiu^ fav*«l thee. 

Sure 'twas feme chailer Pow'r that made me bold. 

And 
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And taught my tsembiiiig Hf ni to find the way 
With his own Ponyard to the Villain^ ^^eftit/ 

ME^MNON. 
TboQ ait flpiy Daughter ilill f Oh noble Adioi^ ! 
That gives in Death an interval of Joy « 

Jaft in that Hour of Fate a Villain entered. 
By whofe AiEftance the revengeful Mrza ■ 
Forced me to ihare Death with hiiQ. . <. 

. JRTJXERXES/ " 

'Tis pail, "'tis paft; iLying donxm. 
And all thofe Fires that lighted .«p my Soul» 
Glory and bright Ambition kmguifh now. 
And leavo me dark and gloomy as the Grave/ 
Oh thou foft dying Sweetnefs ! ' . fliall I rage 
And c^rfc myfclf? Curfe ev'n the Gods ?-^Oh no ; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath 
The Load that prefles me ; am fank to Earth, 
And neer ihall rife again: here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 

JMESTRIS. 

Alas I my Lord* 

Fain would I firive to bid you not be fad, 

Fain would.Ichear your Grief, but *tis in vain?^ 

I know by my own Heart it is impofiible ; 

For we have lov'd too weU. Oh mournful Nuptials I 

Ar« tkefe the Joys of Brides ? Indeed 'tis hard, 

'Tis very hard to part ; I cannot leave you ; 

The agonizing Thought difirafts me ; hold me. 

Oh hold me fail, Death fhali not tear n^e from you. 

JRTJXERXES. 
O could my Arms fence thee from Deftitiy, 
The Gods might laach their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treUe to what I feel : 

With 



Tie Jmbitious Sfep-Motber. 411 

With Joy I woald endure it all to favc thee. 
What fhall I fay ? What ihall I do to fave theef 
Grief ihakes my Frame, it melts my yery Temper, 
My manly Conftancy and Royal Conrage 
Run gmOung thro' my Eyes : Oh myAmeftnsf 

AMESTRIS. 
And fee sny Father I his white Beard is w^t 
With the iad J>wf. 

MEMNON. 
I try'd to man my Hetit, 
Bat could not ftand the Bn£et of this Tempbft. 
It tears me up, My Child f Ha f ait thou dying ? 

jiMES7RIS. 
InBeed I'm very £ck. Oh hold me up ! 
My Pain increafes, and a cold damp Dew 
Hangs on my Face. Is ^bcre no Help ? no Eafe I 
iiave I your Arm, my Love ? , " 

JRTJXERXES. 

Thou haft ; my Heart, 
Doft thpu yet hold ? 

JMESTRIS. 

Say, will you not forget me, 
When I am laid to moulder in my Tomb t 
*Tis fure you will not^ ftill there will be room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart} . . 
I know you lov'd me truly. Now I faint. 
Oh, (hield me, ftiield me from that ugly Phantom, 
The Cave of Death f how dark and deep it is f . 
I tremble at the Sight 'tis hideous Horror i 

The Gloom grows o'erme— — Let me not lie there. 

[Ameftris ^ia, 

JRTJXERXES. 
There Life gave way, and the laft rofy Breath 
dentin that Sigh. Death like a brutal Viftor, 
•^^xeady cntwr'd, witH rude haile defaces- 

Thc 
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The lovetf fVame lie'ai ]|iaftn-\d^ fte Itow fdOiv 
Thef^ i^iltj &^e»>hiyt loA Ui^ir Ligttt jsmdi Lufti« I 
Stafyi ietine GlofetlrtHrliids. Nttwib^tke tteft« 
Old Memnon. /> HaJ Grirf ha» trafl*ftx'>d h3$ ^Bffiiiii 
And h^ pWPC«v«3»t^ hdt-;-— Ndw^katdf tiltfc-? • - 
Thinklft thou to livd:, thou Wrfi*ch? Think not of any 

Thought is D^mnadofl, 'tis the Pl«ig^ of Disviti 
To think on what they afe.. v Aiid.fee, this Wea pon 
Shall ihiHi isib It^A 4l» |slttti{» me in Forgetfulnefs, 
Ere the'd9«S^rpioivThi(i^ht» cantfcfee to llai^ tii^. 
LSffd Dae thf £ef<^n^ nif «old SHd^: Iti FtttuM 

Has done itb worftt attd wt (hall f)irt no more ; 
Wait for vat,^ gentle SpiHt^ fiace tfa« St&fs 
Tdeiditriouft tpc^tmaJ^^tabs ^mfii/.'^Ohi^l jdm'4f 
How foolilh is the Coir»4l'^ Feiir ^tDettlh ! 
Of Death, the pWgL^k&ir^i^.^ fiir«fl way to Peace. 
»' • ' ' [Aitaxerxes /tf^j. 

[Memnon ^ands looking «» tUBvilks fifne 
tihtf, kndthenj^aks, 
MEM No If. 
Yet will t%Mt \ Yet, tho' my Eyes gmw ftiff. 
And turn, to Steel oj^ Maiiile. Here's a Sight 
To blcfs It Father ! Thefe, thefe Were your Gifts, • 
Ye bounteous Gp4s I You'll fpare »y Thanks for them; 
Yo« gave me Being toov and fpun me «ut 
To hoary \yrecchodncfs ; away, 'twas Cnidty : 
Oh curfcd, turfed, Curfed foarfcore Ycart, 
Ye Heap of Hill*, ye tnonft'nnis Pile of Plagues I * 
Sure they lov'd well, th^ Very Streams of Blood, 
That flaw from their pal« Boibms> meet and mingle. 
Stay, let aie view *em betterr^Nay, 'tis thus* 
If thou art like thy Modier— -She dy'd 
Where is fhe.?.— Ha I. tbit Dog, that VHJaia Mirsu^. 

He 
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Hf 'te£rs her imi ^mt V ^kadk'wpm^t pttrAe h ii 1' 
Tke Wliiri .of «fiatde cbmes acrofs me, fly ; 
Be gone ?. they (ball Boti dare 00c braye «ie ttuu ; 
Hey, 'tis a glorious Sound f rufh on, my l*rince, 
We'll ftart and reachrtlrt (Sdahol^ Fate at once. 

\Runsffff'. 

yVtij ftih 1 fi^tpoh'd widi Alii Ciill of ®ea^ ? 
Th» It- so ^omtndli JWin ; Armxet^ctii 
And Memnom't Btetf^llittt f M>^, ifkoK til't'fktivii 
In poln^Dtts Skmghtet* ; Conid hot all \^y Aft^, 
That dbPd about Dtft»ttai6fi to buY Eiitihi^^, 
Guard %kjr i^wtl Life from Fate ? Vain Bbaft ofWiWonit 
that with fantaftic Pride, likfc bafjl CWldtttt, ^ 
Bailds Paper Town* -and ilt^utes, which at'once 
The Hand t)f Chairrt o>rtumSj, and loofcly icatters! 

OK difmal Sight ! ' p^fcV*. 

1. ATTENDJNT. 
Old Mimnon*B Body. ^^ 

. . I A7tBN:i{hANIv ! . • .. . .> 
Upon the Flopr the hafterld Cair«^ di^^, : 1 
Wcltring in Gore, whilft <» the Marble Wall 
A dreadful Mafs of firaia«, greyiiair, aad-filoo^ 
1» fmear^d in hideoiis Mixtiire, ^ - 

'« *. » Ki«rce Defpair 
Haftfpr€*4awax/9rjbC;Vap^t;9Das Soul. 

» Ti» 
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.*1ri» well, he iainpetc^-^Wkat means this Tumtilt ? 

Enter an Officer ^ hh ^orddraitm, 

OFFICER. 
Fly, Madam, left your Perfon be not fafe ; 
The Traitor Bagoas^ to whofe Charge ypu trailed 
The Prince your Son,has drawn th^Gaards tojoin him. 
And now aflilled by the furious Rabble, « 

On every fide they charge thofe few who keep 
This Palace ai^d the Temple, with loud Oqtcxier,. 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pxis'n^rs. 
Or^^dHtiy ere I fled to give you noticct 
Fell by the Prince's Hand i the raging Torrent 
Bore down our weak Reiiftaoc^ and purluing 
With furious Hafie, ev'n trod upon my Flight :; 
This Inftant brings 'em here. 

^UEEN. 
^ Let *emcpmeon, . 

I cannot fear; this Storm is rais'd too late, 

I ftand fecure of all I wiih already* > 

[Sbout xmd eUf/ling of Sii^ords ag^^n^ 

Enter Artaban, Cleanthes, and Aittndants, 
their Siwrds dratvn, 

JRTABAN. 
Then Virtue is in vain/ fince bafe Deceit 
And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty. 
Oh Nature ! let me turn my Eyes away. 
Left I am blafted by a Mother's ftght. * 



] 
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Ungrateful Rebel ; Do thy impious Arms 
Purfue me for my too indulgent Fondnefs 
Afid Care for thee? 

ARTJBAN. 

WdU has Uiat Care been ibewn ; 

Have 



• Tie Ambitious Step-Mfther. 115 

Have you nac Ibdlly fhdn*d my facred Fame ? 

Look on that Scene of BJood; the dire Effedb 

Of cruel Femak Arts. Bnt oh what RecompeAce ? 

What can you give me for my murder'd Love? 

Has not the Labyrinth of yoar fatal Coimfels 

loyolv'd my fair, my lovely, loft Cieane f 

By oar. bright Gods I fwear, I will aiTeft 

The Majeily of manly Government, 

Nor wear again your Chains: Still a$ ouf Modier 

Be honored ; rule amongH your Maids and Eunochsy 

Nor miogle in our State, where mad Confuitoa 

Shakes the whole Framei^ to boaft a Wpman'ftCiiniung* 

Thou talk'ft as if thy infant Hand coold grafp. 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World; 
But thou art young in PowV. Remember, Boy, 
Thy feather, once the Hero of his Age, 
Was proud to be th€ Subjed of my 8w9y; 
The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 
And found it was his luteieft to obey. 
And doft thou hppe to (hake off my Command? 
Doil thou, the Creature of my forming Hand? . 
When I affert the Pow'r thou dar'ft invade. 
Like Heaven 1 will refolvM to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 

[Exeunt ^en aad Jttendan(s* 
JRTJBAN. 

Let a Guard wait the Queen : Tho' Nature plead 
For Reverence to her Perfon, jealous Power 
Muft watch^her fubtle and ambicious Wit. 
Haft thoa^ecurM the impious Prieft, Cleanihes f 
Magas^ that Wretch that proftitutes our Gods? 

CLEANTHES. 

Already he has met the Fate he merited; 
This Night the Hypocrite in grand ^?oceiBon 

Marched 
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Marched liifo* tKe titftm appoife ^M^Feoj^e, 
And bo^ iStxt Gdds along to aid hU Purple : 
Wjj^Ba OB .a fttddet) )akc a HorrkiuKi 
That ftaits at oiicc> and rofles adl the Oceaii> 
Some Fiary more idian mortal fei^'d theCimrd; 
At once they ru&'dy «t oiiee they cryM Revtnge ; 
Then fnatcK'd and tore die trembling Prieft to pieces* 
What was moft ftra9k^, no Injury w2rs oflbr'd 
To any of i^e Bl^therhood befide, 
But all their Rage mta etiM in his Death : 
Like formal Jailice diac ^verely (Itikes^ 
^iid in {ati Jfifta&t is (brene and *ca!m. 

JkfJSJN. 
Ob ttiy Chaf^besy do btit caft thy ThonghtS 
Back on the i^ccsftt Sroty of this Nig^ ; 
And tkek w$ik tat wilt wx)nder, aiid confeft 
The Gods are great and jttft. Wcfl have yOtt ihaitM, 
Celeflial Pdtver^. yt^r rightcotfsDeteftatloTi 
Of Sacrilege, <tf bafe and Woody Treachery. 
Kfay this Example geide *ny fu*tfre Sway: - 
Let BoAor, Tmih a»d Jnftice crown tny Rirfgn, 
Ne'er let m^ Kiftgff Word be given In vain, 
Bat ever4^ed with rtiy toes remain. 
^n thefe Fotindatibh^s ftiall my Empire 'ftaftd, ' 
'I'he Gods fhia!! Vffiditate my juft Comrtftfid, 
' Atad guard thaCt foW^r they truHed to my Hand. 
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E P I L O G'M"£ 

Spoken tT Mrs. Br,acerirdle. . 

T HE Spleen afi^'aparit^lsilldtJel^Ml Pits, 
Have lAortify'dK^ Ko li^l Hfig^t tittf^, 

That 1 em almoft' in the'.^irt4l'Mifii - . . ■. w.i 

" Se indeed, aiid leat/e.y.'W a/lit^ndt ^j ,', , ■ , ■: 

Kno-w then, fini/rrtfyheinPtatttspift-iix.' "..\ .•. 
1 meat te Uirvl tv Oat alone pn He^t_ .■_■ \ . 
(Lafi Fa^ars •mill admit '"f "a Paitage, 
iharaJl Sbariag, but upBiuhe StageX 
7' tie ivha cae -with ont alone he bUft, 
^be-peace/ul Monarch of a Jingle Breaft : 

Ttene But oh I biw hard ' twill bttefnd 

7hal Phanix inyourfickle abanging Kind! 

New I 

StiUyc. 

Yanrfi 

Jadt^ 

Wa„l \ 

WUlft „„ \ 

Wejin 

^iitt all our Paitu and Care te fleafe it hfi, 

MifU in -vain fupporti 4iiiih fritniilj Aid 

Her Sifter Paett^s dtcliaing Head: 

Sitna but a Mimic Ape, or FrcDch Buffoon, 1 

'Oa to ll^e olher Houfe in Shoals are gone, J. 

^id Ica-ue ui here to tune our Crouds ahne. J 

j^ijfl Shaiterpear, Fletcher, aadlabwioiu Ben 

^'M'J"' Scaramouch and Harlequin f 
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jA&w feu are laeaiifimt, ytt 'tii ftrengt. 
For Stnft ii fiill tbtfami, and lu'tr tan cbtmgt. 
Tif tvn ut that ym vary at tb* rtfi, 
j^d tvqj O^ Hfva Natiaw are frtfeft. 
Nay thtrit a' Wtt hot founJ. ailamlaU, 
Ifnti Wirfi to Htam^n, ik^mring ef tbt fUt 
Me fi»em-i be" il /Pail the Chri and Sextm'i Trade. 
Belli fiiatl n» mare be nmg, mr Gravei be made: 
7bf Hearfe and fix na Ungtr he in Fajbien, 
SiiK* all the Faithful may exfeS Tranjlatien. 
What think yak af the Prajtaf Fm far hying, 
ru Ug afiJe thtfe'fit&fi V'haughit af dfii^ i 
. Prejertit mf Tanth and Figer far the Sn^, 
jind Be traufiatid in a gaad old Age. 

• AfgiU. 
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To the Right Honorabl e 

IV I LL I A M, 

Lord Marquifs of Hartingtont 
(Now Duke of Devpnshhie.) 



My LORD, 
jB-jytl^VER Y Body is now fo full of 
"^ ^ K ^"^"'^'^' ^^^^ things of this Kind, 
^■jcyj which are generally taken for the 
Entertainment of Icifure Hours 
only, look like Impertinence and Interrup- 
tion. I am fure it is a Rcafon why I 
ought to beg Your Lordlhip's Pardon, for 
troubling You with this Tragedy ; Not but 
that Poetry has always been, and will ftilt 
be the Entertainment of all wife Men, that 

Vol, I. G have 
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r^^JHe Dedicatory. 

have any Delicacy in their Knowledge; Yet 
at fo critical a Junfture^ as this is, I muft 
Gonfefs I think Your Lordfhip ought to* 
give entirely into thofe Public Affairs, which 
at this time feem to Demand You. It is^ 
that happy Turn which Your Lordlhip has 
to Bufmefs, that right Undcrftanding of 
your Country's Interefti and that conftant 
Zeal to purfue it, that juft Thinkbg, that 
ftfong and purfuafive Elocution, that firm 
and generous Refglution, which upon all 
Occafions You have (hewn in Parliamencs ; 
and to add, that which is the crowning 
good Quality, Your Lordfhip's continual 
Adherence and unfhaken Loyalty to His 
prefent Majefty, which make You at this 
Time fo necefTary to the Public. I muft 
confefs, (tho* there is ne Part in Your 
Lordfhip's Charader, but what the World 
ftould be fond of) I cannot help diftin- 
guifhing the laft Inftance very particularly : 
It is doing (methinks) fuch a Juftice to 
Goodne&j to Greatnefs, and to Right Rea*^ 
fon, that Pofterity will believe there could be 
no Man of good Senfe, but what mufl: have 
agreed with Your Lordihsp in it, Whcit 



Epijile Dedicatory. 

the next Age Ihall Read the Hiftory of thls^ 
What Elfcufc can they make for thofe 
who did not Admhe a Prince whofe Life ^ 
has been a Series of good Offices done 
to Mankind ? When they lliall reckon up 
his Labors from the Battle of Seneff^ to fome 
glorious Aftion, which (hall be his laft 
-(and which I therefore hope is very far re- . 
mov'd.from the Prefent Time) will they 
ever believe that he could have been too 
well belov'd, or to faithfully fervid and 
defended ? The great Things which he did 
before we had that immediate Intereil: in him 
which we now happily have, are a noble 
and juft Subjeft for Panegyric ; but as 
Benefits done to others, can never touch us 
(o fenfibly ai thofe we receive ourfelves, 
tho* the A6tions may be equally great ; fo, 
methinks, I can hardly have Patience to run 
back to his having fav'd his own Country, 
when Iconfider he ^has fi^ice done the fame 
for Us ; Let that be fufficient to us, for ail 
we can fay of him, or do for him. What 
Dangers and Difficulties has he not ftrug- 
gled through, for the Honor and Safety of 
cheie Kingdoms. ''Tis a common Praife, 
and ^at^ewry €nefpeafc<, to fay. He has 
^ ' ' G 2 continu- 
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continually exposed his Life for his Pco- 
. pie J but there are fome Things more par- 
ticular in his Charafter, fome Things rare- 
ly founi amongft the Policies of Princes; 
a Zeal for Religion, moderated by Reafon, 
without the Rage and Fire of Perfecution ; 
a charitable Compaflion for thofe who can- 
not be convinc'd, and an unalterable Perfevc- 
rance in thofe Principals of whofe Truth he 
is fatisfied •, a Defire of War for the fake of 
Peace; and of Peace for the Good and 
Honor of his Subjefts equally with his 
own ; a pious Care for cbmpofing Faftions, 
tho' to foment them might make him Arbi- 
trary ; and a generous Ambition that only 
aims at Power, to enable him to do good 
to all the reft of World. I might add 
here, that Inviolable and Religious Obfer- 
vance of his Royal Word: which thfc beft 
part of the Powers of Europe have fo fre- 
quently and fo happily, for themfelvcs* 
depended upon the greateft Emergencies*. 
But as this Virtue is generally reckoned 
as no more than that common Ho- 
nefty, which the* meaneft Man would 
blufh to be without, fo it can hardly claim: 
a Place amongft the more partic^l^ Excel- 
lencies 
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Icncies of a Great Prince. It were to be 
wilh'd indeed, that the World were honeft to 
fiich a Degree, and that there were not that 
fcandalous Defeft of common Morality. 
Certainly nothing can be more (hocking to" 
Humanity^ to the Peace and Order of the 
World i nothing can approach nearer to that 
favage State of Nature, in which every 
Man is to eat his Fellow if he can mailer 
him, thaii an avow*d Liberty of breaking 
thro* all the moft folemn Engagements of 
public Faith. 'Th fomething that brands 
a Man with an Infamy, which nothing can 
extenuate or wipe out ; he may proteft and 
pretend to expjdn his Meaning, but the 
WorTd-hargenerally too much Indignation 
for the Affront, to bear it at that eafy rate. 
Minifters and Secretaries of State may dif- 
play their own Parts in Memorials, whh as 
much Pomp and . Flourifh as they pleafe : 
I fancy the common Anfwer upon fuch 
Occafions will always be. You have de- 
ceived us grofly, and we neither can nor 
will truft you any more. When this Vice 
comes amongft Men of the firft Rank, 
it is the moft fhocking, and I could wifli 

G 3 there 
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here were none fuch, to whofe ChgTrgc it 
might be laid* * ' : 

Some People (who do me a very gi'eal; • ,^ 
Honor in it) have fancy*d that in t|ij&;Ecrftiit^5* 
oi!Tamerlant 1 ^ve alluded td the greateflE^^ 
Character of tlie preient Age. I docft^^ ' 
know, whether I ought not to appreheiid^^ 
a great deal of Danger from avdwiog ^^; 
Defign like that. It may be a Task indeeds^ 
worthy the greateft Genius, wbfch this, or 
any other Time has produced. But thaie- 
fore I ought not to ft and the .Shbck of a . 
Parallel*, left it fhould be feen to. my Dif^* 
vantage, how far the Hero has tranfienddd 
the Poefs thought. There are many Fea- 
tures, *tis true, in that great Man*s Life, 
not unlike his Majefty : His Courage, his 
Piety, his Moderation, his Joftice, and hii 
fatherly Love of his People, but above 
all, his Hate of Tyranny and Oppreflion>' 
and his z;ealous Care for the commoa Go^i^ 
of Mankind, carry a large Refemblance of^ 
Him*: Several Incidents are alike in their 
Stories •, and there wants nothing to his Ma- 
jefty but fuch a deciding Vidory, as that 
by which Tamerlane gave Peace to the World. 
That is yet to come ^ but I hope we may 

rea- 
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teafonably expeft it from the Unanimity 

the prefent Parliament, and fo formidable 

a Force as thSt Unanimity will give Life 

d'-V^igor to. 

If Your Llordfhip cian find any Thing in 

'•'tfiiis Poem like a Prince, who is fo juftly 

'"the Obje6l of your Lordfliip*s, ^nd indeed 

: of the World's Veneration, I perfuade my- 

'-' ielf it will prevail with You to forgive every 

thing elfc that you find amifs. You will 

excufe the Faults in Writing, for the Good- 

nels of the Intention. I hope too. Your 

Lordifhip will not be difpleas'd, that I take 

this Opportunity of renewing the Honor 

which I formerly had, to be known to Your 

Lordlhip, and which gives me at once the 

Pleafure of exprefling thofejuft and Dutiful 

Sentiments I have for his Majefty, and that 

^ ftrong Inclination which I have always had 

to bethought, 

MyLORDy 

Tour Lo R D s H 1 p's. moft obedient 

humble Servant^ 
G4 N, RowE^ 




PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 

/\ F a/I the Mu/es various Labors none 
^^ Ha*ve la fie J longer ^ or hofui htghirfiown^ 
nan thofi that tell the Fame ly ancient Heroes 'u.'oti. 
With P lea/ur eKomc, and great Auguflas beard 
Arms and the Manfimg by the Mantaan Bardi ' 
InfpiteofT^ime^ the /acred Story li^ves^ 
And Q^^dit and his Empire fiill fumji'ves. 
Like himy (tho'* much unequal to his Flame) 
Our Author makes a pious Prince bis Theme, ^ 
High *with the foremoft Names in Arms he flood ^ 
Had fought y and fuffer' d for his Country s Good^ 
Tet /ought not Fame, but Peace ^ in Fields of Blood. 
Safe under him his happy People fate^ 
Andgrie*vdat difiancefor their Neighbour's Fate, 
Whilft lAjtth Succe/s a Turkifh Monarch cromm^d^ 
Like fpreading Flame deforn^d the Nations round; 
IFith Sivord and Fire he forced his impious Way 
To Laixlefs Po^r^ and Uni*ver/al Stuw^ : 
Some ahje3 States for Fear the Tyrant join j 
Others for Gold their Liberties re/ign,^ 
And*venal Princes /eld their Right Di'vine, 
TillHeavny the grooving E'vil to redre/s^ 
Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace^ 
^he Hero row^d a/feris the glorious Cau/e^ 
And to the Field the chear/ul Soldier dramss : 
Around in Croivds his <valiant Leaders <u;ait. 

Anxious for Gkry, and ficure of Fate ; 

.. . . Well 
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IFeil pha/di Mce more to vinture on bisfide^ 

Andpro^e that Faith again nvhich had Jo eft* been trfd. 

The peaceful Fathersy luho ifi Senates meet , 

Approve an Enterprixejh Juft, fo Gr^ ; 

While twith their Prince s Jrmiy their Voice thus join d. 

Gains half the Fraife of ha<uingfa<v*d Mankind, 

Ef/n in a Circle^ njuhere like tbisy the Fair 
Were tnety the bright JJfembly did declare 
Their Houfe *with one Confent *were for the War, 
Each ur^d her Lover to unfheatb his Swuordy 
And never fpare a Man ivho broke his Word. 
Thus fir dy the Brave on to the Danger prefs ; 
Their Arms vnere crovm^d Abroad vntb juft Succefsy 
And blefl at Homeivith Beauty and vjitb Feace. 




f^ 
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Dramatis Perfonae^ 

MEN,* 

fAMERLJ NE, Mr. Bettertw. 

fiajaxety Emtieror of the Turh, Mr. Fethruggtn. 
Axalla^ an Itaiimn Prince^ Ganeral ) »*.. • r 
and Favorite of Tamiriane, .J 

Stratoeles, his Friend. " Mr. P«fi. 

Prince oiTanais^ Kinfman and Ge- J »* p. /a /• 
ncral to T^.v^erlane. j ^'- ■f>'^'^«/'- 

Omarf, a Tartar General. Mr. Freeman, 

Mirvatiy 7 Parthian Generals to ") Mr. C«r)>. 
Zamaf J Tamerlane^ 3 Mr. Husbands, 

Holy, Favorite Eunuch to Bajazet, Mr. ^^^^/K. 
A 7i<r/t/>& Dervife. Mr. Arnold. 

WOMEN- 

Jrpafiay a Grecian Princeft* Mrs. J?iir^, 

5r//Vw/i, Daughter of ^/3/^fe«f. Mrs* Bracegird/e, 

Parthian and Tartar Soldiers. 
Mutes belonging to Bajazet, 
Other Attendants. 

SCENEj Tamerlane' & Camp, near Ah" 

gma in Galatia. 



TAMER' 
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tA ME R LANE, 

A C T I. S C E N E. I. . 

Before Tamerlake'j Tent. 
Enter the Prime of Tanais, Zama, and 

M I R V A N. 

?ri»tetf7A}iJl&. 

HA I L to the Sun I from whole retariuBg Ligbt 
The chearful Soldier's Arms new Lultre take. 
To deck the Pomp of Battle. O my Friends { 
Wa* ever fuch a glorious Face of War ? 
See, from this Height I how all Galaiia'i Plains 
With Nation! numberlefB are cover'd o'erj 
Who, like a Deluge, hule the Face of Earth, 
And Ieav« BO Objed in the vafi Horizon, 
Bqc glitt'ring Arm), and Skies. 
ZJMA. 

Our ^a« World 
From this important Day expefls a Lord, 
Thi« Day diey hope an end of all their Woes, 
Of Tyraany, of Bondage, and Oppreflion, 
Prom «r viflorions Emp'ror, tamtrlaae. 

MIR FAN. 



132 Tamerlane. '. 

MIRVAN, 
Well has our holy Jlba mark'd him out 
The Scourge of lawlefs Pride, and dire Ambition, " 
The g^at Avenger of the groaning World. 
Well has he worn the facred Caufe of Juftice 
Upon his profp'rous Sword : approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the Right'ous Warrior with Succefs ; 
As^ if he faid. Go forth, and be my Champion,. 
.Thou moft like i^ie of all my Works below. 

PRINCE. 

No Luft of Rule, the common Vice of Kings, 
No furious Zeal infpir'd by hot-brain'd Priefls, 
TUIiid beneath Religion's fpecioas Name, 
E'er drew his template Courage to the Field : 
But to redrefs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 
To fave the weak one from the flrong Oppreflbr, 
Is all his end of War ; and when he draws 
The Sword to puni(h, like relenting Heavn, 
He feem^ unwilling to deface his Kind. 

MIRVAN, 

So rich his Soul in ev'ry virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him great by Birth, 
Yet all the Brave had fought him for their Friend: 
The Chriftian Prince Axalla^ nicely bred 
In polifh'd Arts of Eurofean-Covirts, 
For him forfakes his native Italy, 
And lives a happy Exile in his Service. 

PRINCE. 

PleasM with the gentle Manners of that Prince, 
Our mighty Lord is lavifli to his Friendihip; 
Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lofds repine. 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 

Z A MA. 

Ere the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent, 
Unwcary'd, thro' the num'roos Uoft he paft, 

VicwTng 
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Viewing with careful Eyes each fevVal Qaaiter; 
Whilft from his Looks, as from Divinity, 
The Soldiers took Prefage, and cry'd. Lead oo. 
Great Alba^ and our Emperor, Lead on^ 
To Vidlory, and everlafting Fame. 

MIRVJN. 
Hear yoa of Bajasut f 

PRINCE. 

Late in the Evening 
A Slave of near Attendance on his Perfon, 
*Scap'd to our Camp : from him we learn'd the Tyrant 
With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares ; 
Some accidental Paffion fires his Breaft, 
(Love, as 'ds thought, for a fair Grecim Captive) ^ 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury : 
For five returning Suns, fcarce was he feen 
By any the moft favor'd of his Court, 
But in lafcivious Eafe among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retired ; or elfe alone 
In fallen mood fat meditating Plagues,' 
And Ruin to the World, 'till yefter Morn, 
Like Fire that laboring upwards rends the Earth, 
He burft with Fury from his Tent, commanding. 
All ihould be ready for the Fight this Day. 

ZAMA. 
I know his Temper well, fince in his Court, 
Companion of the brave AxaHd% EmbaiZy, 
I oft obferv'd him, proud, impatient 
Of ought Superior, ev'n of Heav'n that made him. 
Fond of falie Glory, of the favage PowV 
Of ruling without Reafon, of Confounding 
Juft and Unjud, by an unbounded WiU ; . 
By whom Religion, Honor, all the Bands] 
That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 
Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wife Prince* 

To 
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To inHf tlwir eafy Neighbors to DeftruAion. 

MIR r AN. 
Thrice, by otir Law and Prophtt, harhc fwom. 
By the WorW's Lord and Maker, lafting Peace 
With otir great Mdfter, and his Royal Friend 
The Gncian Emperor ; as oft regardlefs 
Of plighted Faith, with moft Un-kingly Bafenefs, 
H'hat ta'en the Advantage of their abfent Arms, 
Without a War proclaimM, or Caafe pretended, 
To wafte with §««^ord and Fire their fruitful Fields : 
tike fome accurfed Fiend, who fcap'd from Hell, 
Poifons the balmy Air thro' which he flies : 
He blafis the besomed Com, and loaded Branches, 
The laboring Hind's beft Hopes, and marks his Way 
with Ruin. 

PRIfrCE. 
But fee f his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane 
Comes like the Proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 
To judge, and to Redrefs. [^Fhurifi of Trumpets, 

£»r^ Tambrlarb, Guards^ a,ndothir Attendants, 

TAMERLJNE. 
Yet, yet a little, and deftrudlive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Frofpedl ; 
Pafs but an Hour, which (lands betwixt the Lives 
Of thoufands and Eternity : What Change 
Shall hafty Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain f 
Oh thou fell Monder, W^ r that in a Moment 
. Lay*ft wafte the nobleft Part of the Creation, 
The Boaft and Mafter-piece of the Great Maker, 
That we^s in vain th' Impreffion of his Image, 
Unpriyileg'd from thee. 
Health to our Friends^ and to our Arms Succefs, 

[fo tie Prince^ Zama, ana Mifvan* 
Such as the Caufe^ for^hich we fight, deferves, 

PRINCE. 
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PRINCE. 
Nor can we ask beyond what Hcav*fl beftowfr» 
Preventing ftitt ottt Wifhc^. See, greSit Sir, 
The univerfal foy yotir Soidiert wear, 
Onwn of profp*f6iJS Battfe. 
Impatient of the tediotis Ni]ght, in Arms 
Watchful they tfood, ctpedottg opening Day; 
And now are hafdly by dieir Leadefs held 
From dSftiflg 6n die Foe,' Kfce a hot C6»urfer, 
That bounding paws the ntould'rmg^il, di^^infttj^ 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. . 

TJM£RtJNE. 
Yes, Prince, I mean to give a loofe to War : 
This Morn Jxalla, with my Parthian Horfe, 
Arrives to join me ; He, who like a Storm 
Swept with his ilying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between jingorias Wall and yon tall Mountains, 
That feem to reach the Clouds : and now he Comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Coftqueft, to my Aid. 

\IkuriJb 9f Trumpets^ 

Thefe Trumpets fpeak his Prefence— - ^ 

Enter A x A L J> a *tJoi*ih SpidUrs, Monesss, SntAi* 
TOChts af^B^tiUA PHfimers. [Axai^a itke/s 
to Tamehlanb.] 

tAMERLJNE. 
Welcoiftc I thott worthy Partner of my Lanrels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more facred 
Than Natures brittle Tye. By holy Friendlhip ! 
Gioyy and Fame ftOod ftill fot thy Arrival, 
My Soul feetn'd wanting in its better hiflf. 
And languifh^d ibr thy Abfence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Infpiratioil of hid^ God. 

1 AX AIL J. 
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My Emperor f my ever Royal Mafter ! 
To whom my fecret Soul more lowly bends. 
Than Forms of ootward Worfliip can exprefs ; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodnefs, 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you ? 
Yet 'tis his AU^ and what he has he offers; 
Nor now difdain t'accept the Gift he brings. 
This earned of yoar Fortone. See, my Lord, 
The noblell Prize, that ever grac*d mv Arms : 
Approach my Fair 

TJMERL/NE. 

This is indeed to Conquir^ 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conquefl ; 
The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unfullyM Beauty, 
Softnefs, and fweetell Innocence (he wears, 
f^nd looks like Nature in the World's £rfl Spring ; 
But fay, Jxalla 

S E LIMJ. 

Moft Renowned in War, 

[KneeUng to Tamerlane. 
Look with Companion on a captive Maid, 
Tho' bom of hoflile Blood ; nor let my Birth, 
DerivM from Bajexetf prevent that Mercy, 
Which Qvery Subjed of your Fortune finds : 
War is the Province of ambitious Man, 
Who tears the miferable World for Empire ; 
Whilil our weak Sex, incapable of Wrong, 
On either fide claims Privilege of Safety. 

TAMERLANE. IRaiJmg ber.'] 
Rife, Royal Maid, the Pride of haughty PowV 
Fays Homage, not receives it from the Fair; 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth. 
And urges me unwillingly to Arms ; 
Yet, tho' our frowning Battles menace Death 

t And 
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And mortal Conflifl, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and*'9^irtue as our Foc,^ 
Here, till the Fate of Jfia is decided. 
In Safety day. To-morrow is your own. 
Nor grieve for who may Conquer, or who Lofe ; 
Fortune on either fide fhall wait thy Wifhes. 

C£LIMj9, 
, Where fhall my Wond^ and my Praife begin I 
From the fuccefsful Labors of thy Arms ? 
Or from a Theme more foft, andfiiU of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentlenefs ? di. Tamer /am f 
What Gan I pay thee for this noble Ufage 
But grateful Praife ? So Heav n itfclf is paid. 
Giv Peace, yePow'rs above, Peace to Mankind i 
Nor let my Father wage unequal War, 
Againfl the Force of fach united Virtues. 

TAMERLANE. 
Heav^nhear thy pious Wilh f — ^But fincc our Profpcd 
Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, let thy Beauty's Safe^ 
Be my AxaUaz Care ; in whofe glad Eyes 
I read what Joy the pleafing Service gives him. 
Is there amongfl: thy other Pnsnen ought [ToAxalla. 
Worthy our Knowledge ? 

AXALLA. 

This brave Man, my Lord* 
\Pointing-to LVlonefes. 
With long Refinance held the Combat doubtful : ^ 
Hb Party, preft with Numbers, foon grew faint. 
And would have left their Charge an eafy Prey : 
Whilft he alone, undaunted at the oddi,^ 
Tho' hopelefs to efcape, fought well and firmly : 
Nor yielded *till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, . 
He feem'dto ihame our Conqueft, whilft heown'd it. 
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TAMERLANE. 
Thou fpeak'il him -as a Soldier ifaoald a Soldier, 
Juft to the Worth he finds. I would not war 

\To Monefes. 
With ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatnefs : 
Thy Habit fpeaks thee Ckriftiaa — — Nay, yet more. 
My Soul icems pleas'd to take Acquaintance with thee. 
As if ally M to thine : Perhaps 'ti* Sympathy 
Of honeft Minds ; like Strings wound up in Muiic, 
Where by one Toibh, both wtter the fame Harmony : 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajuscet ? 
And why my Enemy ? 

MONESES. 

If Human Wifdom 
Could point out t^try A^on of ourLivea, 
And fay Let it be thus, in fpite of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been 
The Wretch I am. 

TAMERLANE, 

The brave meet every Accident 
With equal Minds : Think nobler of thy Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an EviU 

MONESES, 
Far, far from that ; I rather hold it- grievous 
That 1 was forc'd ev'n but to feem your Enemy ; 
Nor think the Bafenefs of a vanquiih'd Slave 
Mtoves me to flatter for precarious Life, 
Or ill. bought Freedom, when I fwear by Heav'n I 
Were I to choofe from all Mankind a Mafter, 
It iliOUld be Tamerlane, 

TAMERLANE.- 

A noble Freedom 
Dwells with the Brave,miknown to fawningSycophantSj 
And claims a Privil^e of being believM. 
ftAt iky Pndfe as Eameft of thy Friendftip. 

MONESES. 



• MONESES. 
Stillyoaprtfvc&t tile Homage I Oiould offer. 

Royal Sir f let my Mi&fbrtancs plead, ^ ' 
And wip« a^ay the hoftileMark I wore. 

1 was, wh«n not lon^ iince my Fortttue hail'd me, 
Blefs'd to my Wifib, I was the Printe Monefes % 
Bora and br«d op to Greataefs $ witnef» the Bloody 
Which thro' facceflive Heroes Veins ally'd 

To our Greek E^iperors, roli'd down to me. 
Feeds the bright Yvsbr of Glory in my Heart, 

TJMERLJNE. 

£ v'n that ! th^t ptindely Tye ihould bind thee to me^ 
If Virtue were not more than adl AUiancie. 

MON£SE$. 

I have a Silter (Ok iievere Remembrance f ) 
Our noble Honie't, nay, ber Sex's I'ride : 
Nor think my Tongne too lavfih, if I fpeak her 
Fair as the Fattie of Virtae, and yet chafte 
As its cold Frecepcs, wile beyond her Stx 
And blooming Youdi f fi>ft a& forgiving Mercy, 
Yet greatly Braive,. and jealous ioi her Honor : 
Such as (he was, to fay I barely lot^d her, , 

Is poor to my Soul's Meaning: Fro« our Infancy 
There grew a mutual Teikden^s^ between us. 
Till not long fince her Vows were kindly f^ghted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of ber Birth. 
The happy. Day was fix'd and now approach]llg» 
When faithlefs Bajaxet (upon whpfe Honor^ 
In folemn Treaty giv n, the Gr^ih depended) 
With fudden War broke in upon the C%antry» 
Secure of Feace, and for Defence unready. 

TAMERLANE: 
Let Majefty no more be held Divine^ 
Since Kings, who a« call'd Gods, pn>£uie themTdbfes; 

MQifESES. 
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MO N ES E 5. 
Among the Wretches whom that Deluge fwept 
Away to Slavery, myfelf and Sifter, 
Then pailing near the frontiers to the Court, 
(Which waited foj: Ker Nuptials \ were farpriz'd. 
And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reached his Court, we found our Ufage 
Beyond what we expeded. Fair and noble ; 
'Twas then the Storm of your vidorioBs Arms 
Look'd black, and feemM to threaten, when he preft me 
(By oft repeating Inftances] to draw 
My Sword for him : But when he found my Soul 
Difdain*d his Purpofe, he more fiercely told me. 
That my Arfafia, my Ibv'd Sifter s Fate 
Depended on vay Courage fliewn for him. 
I had long learnt to hold myfelf at nothing $ 
But for her fake, to ward the Blow from her, 
I bound my Service to the Man I hated. 
Six Days are paft, fince by the Sultan's Order 
I left the Pledge of my Return behind. 
And went to guard this Princefs to his Camp : 
The reft the brave AxaMz Fortune tdlsyou* 

TAMERLANE. 
Wifely the Tymnt ftrove, to prop his Caufe 
By leaguing with thy Virtue : but juft Heav*n 
Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him ; 
Forget the Name of Captive, and I wilh 
1 could as well reftore that Fair One's Freedom, 
Whofe Lofs ^angs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night 
Perhaps we may deferve thy Friendftiip nobler ; 
Th'approachingStorm may caftthy Shipwrecked Wealth 
Back to thy Arms : 'Till that be paft, fincc War 
(Tho* in the joftcft Caufe) is ever doubtful, ^ 
I will not aik thy Sword to aid my Viftory, 

^ Left 
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Left it (hould hurt that Hoftage of thy Valor 
Our common Foe detains. 

MONESES. 
Let Bajaxet 

Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 
Yoa, Sir, have foimd a nobler way to Empire, 
Lord of the willing World. 

TAMERLANE, 

Oh, my Axalla! 
Thoa haft a tender Soal, apt for Companion, 
And art thyfelf a Lover and a Friend : 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper? 

AXALLA. 
Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Monefei Fate ; 
The Merit of his Virtue hardly matchM 
With difadvent'rout Chance : Yet, Prince^ allow me> 
Allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, 
To fay; one Perfon, whom your Story mentioned, 
(If he furvive) is far beyond you wretched: 
Voa nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siftar. 

MONEBES. 
I did : oh, mod accurft \ 

AXILLA. 

Think what he feels, 
Dafh'd in the Fiercenefs of his Expedation ; 
Then when th' approaching Minute of PoiTeffion 
Had wound Imagination to the height, 

ThinkifheUves! — 

MONESES. 
He lives, he does ; 'tis true 
He lives; but how ? To be a Dog, and deadt 
Were Paradife to fach a State as his : 
He holds down Life as Children do a Portion, 
With ftrong Relu£iance and convul£ve Struggling), 
Whilft bis Misfortunes prefs him to difgorge it.^ 
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^JMERLJNB. 
Spare the Remembrance; 'tis aii ufeleTs Grief, 
And adds to the Misfortiwe by repeating it. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring 
Such Turns, as Heavn itfeif could fcarcckave promis*d. 
Far, far beyond thy Wiflb : Let tkat H©pe cheer thee- 
Haftc, my Jxatla^ to difpofe, with Salctjr, 
Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 
The Pain, which Abfence gives ; thy other Care 
Honor and Arms, new fummon thy Atteadance ; 
Now do thy Oifice well, my Soul, .remember - 
Thy Caufe ; the Caufe of Heav'n and injar'd Eardi. 
O thou Supreme ! if thy Great Spirit warms 
My glowing Bread, and ires my Soul to arms. 
Grant that my Sword, aifiiied by thy Pow'r, 
This Pfiy may Peace and Happinefs reftore^ 
That War a«kd lawlcfs Rage may vex the Worid no 
more. 

.££a»^«/ Tamerlane, Mooefes, Strtftodes, Prkut&f 
Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants. 

Manent Ax alia, and Selima, ixjtth Soldiers, 

AX Jit LA., 
The Battle calls, and bids me hafte to leave thee. 
Oh, Selinmf — But let Deftroaion wait : 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter^ 
This Moment ftiall be Love's, and I will wafte it 
In foft Complainings, for.ihy Sighs and Coldnefs, 
For thy forgetful Coldnefs j eveo it Birza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes iirH own'd Ace, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholiiflig, 
Ev*n then thou wert not thus. . 

SELIM4. 

. \ Art not thoij cfaaogVi ? 
Chriftiaa u^/ilf; Artthou'^tt the fame? 

Thofc 
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Thofe Vf^ee the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
The Worid's good Angel, thatdidtt kindly join 
Its migktjr-Mafter« in harmonious Friendfhip : 
But finee thofe Joys, tfcat once were ours, are loft. 
Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of War; 
Talk "of thy Conqueft and my Chams, Axcdla. 

AXALLA. 
Yet I will liften, fair unkind Upbraidcr, 
Yet I will liften to thy charming Accents, 
Altho' they make me curfe my Pame and Fortune, 
My Laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 
For w)iich the Valiant bleed — Oh f thou onjaitoACj 
Doft thou then envy me this fmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 
For all the Pains, for all the ileeple(9 Nights 
That croel Abfence brings ? 

SELJMA. 

Away, Deceiver! 
I will not hear ^y Soothing : (b it thus 
That Chriitian Lovers prove the Faith they fwear 7 
Are War and Slavery the^oft Endearments 
With which they coijrt the fieauties they admire } 
"Twas well my Heart was calrtiops of believing 
Thy Vows and thy Protefting. £no w, my Conqueror, 
Thy Sword kac vaaquifh'd, but the half of Seima, . 
Her Soul difdains thy Vidory. 

JXALLJ. 

Hear, fweet Heav'n, 
Hear the. fair Tyrant, how ihe wrdls Loire's Lawi* 
As flie had vow'dmy Ruin! What is Coaquefil 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee. 
To kneel before thee» and with lifted Eyes 
To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 
With awful, trembling Pleafure : Then to fwear 
Thou art the Qneen, and Mifirefs of my Soul ? 

Has 
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Has not ev n Tamerlane (whofe Word next HeavVs, 
Makes Fate at fecond hand) bid thee difdaiia 
Tky Fears ? And doft thou call thyfetf a Slav« ? 
Only to try how far the fad Impreflion 
Can fink into Axallal 

S EL IMA. 
Oh Jxalla ! 
Ought I to hear you ? 

JXALLA. 
Come back, ye Hoars» 
And tell my Selima what (he has done : 
Bring back the time when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaffador of Peace from Tamerlane % 
When hid by confcious Darlmefs and Difguife^ 
I pafs'd the Danger of the watchful Guards ; 
Bold as the Youth who nightly fwarm the HeleJ^ont: 
Then, then ftie was not fwom the Foe of Love ; 
When, as my Soul confeft its Flame, and fu'd 
In moving Sounds for^tity, {he frown'd rarely, 
But, bluihing, heard me tell the gentle Tale : 
Nay, ev'n confeft, and tolcf me foftly, fighing, 
she thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. 

SEX I MA. 
Young, and unskilful in the World's falfe Arts, 
. I foffer'd Love to fteal upon tny Softnefs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltlefs Flame i > 
Yes, I have heard thee fwear a thoufand times, 
And call the confcious Pow'rs of Heav'n to witneft 
Tl>e tendVeft, trueft, everlafting Paffion : 
But, oh \ 'tis paft 5 and I will charge Remembrance 
To banifh the fond linage from my Soul : 
Since thou art fwom the Fo^ ofKoyiiB^^axei, 
I have rcfolv'd to hate thee. 

AXAL L A. 

Is it poffiUe ! 

• ^ Hate 
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Hate is not in thy Nature : thy whole Frame 

Is Harmony^ without one jarring Atom. 

Why doft thou force thy Eyes to wear this Cddnefs ? 

It damps the Springs of Life. Oh I bid me die« 

Much rather bid me die, if it be true. 

That thou hafl fworn to hate me.:: 

SELIMJ. 

- •> 

Let Life and Death 
Wait the 2>ecifion,of the bloody Field ; 
Nor can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 
Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet iince you urge 
A PowV, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one Requeft, that I can. make with Honor. 

AXALLA. 
Of name it f fay! \ 

SEL IMJ. 

Forego your Right of War, 
And render me this Inftantto xnyFadier. 

AXALLA, 
Impoflible \ The Tumult of the Battle, 

That haftes to join, cuts off atll means of Commerce 
Betwixt the Armies. 

S ELI MA. 
Swear then to perform it, 
Whieh way foe'er the Chance of War determines. 
On my firft Inftance. 

AXALLA. 
By the facred Majeily 
Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel> I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will ^ve thee this feverefi Proof 
Of my Soul's vou'd Devotion, I will part with thee j 
(Thou Cruel, to demand it,) I will part with thee. 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, 
Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful* 
^nd trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing ; ' 
Vot, I. H No 



14-6 Tamerlane. 

No fmall Return that Hoaor can afford 
For all this waile of Lpve ? 

• S ELIMA. 

: ThjB Gifts of Captives 
Wearfomewhat of Conttraint; and generous Minds 
Difdain to give, where Frei^dom qC ti^e Chgjce 
Does but feem wanting. 

' AXALLA. 

What I not; one kind Look ?^ 
Then thott art chang d mdeed. * Hark, I am furnmon^ 

And thou wik fend me forth like Qoe unblefs'd } . 
Whom Fortune ha? forfaken, and iljl Pate 
Mark'd for Deftruaion. Thy furprifmg Coldnefs 
. Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Qours^ge dpvrn I 
And the firfl feeble Blow 1 nieet ihall raze me 
From, all R^^nembrance,: Nor is Life or Fame 
Worthy my Care, fmce. I am loft ^o th^e. \Goini^. 
I S ELI MA. 

Ha I Upeftthou to th6 Fittjitf 7 

AXALIA. 

* I do. — -Farewel! — 

S ELI MA. 
•What !. and no more ? ^ Sigh heaves in my Breaft^ 
Aftd Hops tiellruggling Acceiits on my Tongu^, 
Elfe, fure, I fhould have added fomething more. 
And made our Farting (oftcr. * ' 

, r • A^ A L L A, 

Give it way; 
The niggard Honor^/that affords not Love, 
Forbids, jiot Pity .'' ■ ■ ,. , 

• "' ' S E LIMA. 

' ■ ' ' Fateperhaps has fet 

T is Day, the Period of thy Life, andConquefts I 
Atd I (hall fee thee borne at Evenine back, ' 
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A bfcathlcfs Coarfe $— Oh f Can I thfnk on that. 
And hide my Sorrows ? — No — thty will have wa/^ 
And all the viul Air, dkat Lift draws in. 
Is rendered back in Sighs. 

AXJLLA 

The mnrmotifig Gale revives the drooping Plamti 
That at th>» Coldnefs langnifhM in myBreaft; 
So breathe the gentle Zephyi's on the Spring, 
And waken erery Hant, and od'rons Flower, 
Which Wbter Frofthad biased, to new-Life. 

SELIMA. 

ToTeethee for this Moment, attd namort>i ■■■><■■ 
Oh f help me to yelblre againft thu^Trademefs, 
That charms my fierce Refentments, and prefents thee 
Not as thou ait, mine and my Fathcr*s Foe, 
Bnt*as thou wert, when firft thy moving Accenca 
Won me to hekr; when, as I liften*d to thee^ 
The happy Hours paA by ns unperceiv'd. 
So was my Soul fix'd to the foft Enchantment* 

AX ALL A: 

Let me be ilill the ihme ; I am, I moft be* 
If it were poflible mj Heart could Sray, 
One Look from diee would call it back again^ 
And fix the Wanderer for ever thing. 

SELIMA. 

Where is my boafted Reiblotioii now ? 

[SmMng 9^t§ Hi Afms^ 
Oh! Yes! Thoti art the fame; my HesMJoinswiththoc* 
And to betray me will believe thee (till : 
It dances to the Sounds that mov'd itfirft. 
And owns at once the Weakness of my Soul : 
So when fome fldlful Artift ftrikes the Strings, 
The magic Numbers rouze our fleeping Pafiions^ 
And force us to confefs our Grief, and Pleafum 
Alas ! A^Ua, fay «^^ dofl thou not pity 

Ha My 
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My arriefs Innocence, and cafy Foadnefs ? 
Oh ! turn thee from me, or I die with blufli^g. 

AXALIA. 
No — let me rather gaze, ifor ever gaze, 
Andblefsthe new-bom Glories that adorn thee; 
From every Blu(h that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten thoufand little Loves and Graces fpring. 
To revel in the Rofes — 't wo' not be, [Trw^eis. 
This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee— 

SELIMA. . . ' 

My Fears increafe, and doubly prefs me now, 
1 charge thee, if thy Sword comes crofs wy Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember ine, 

AXALLA. 
Oh ! doubt not, but his Life ftiall be my Care, 

E'en dearer-than my own-. — 

SELIMA. 

Guard that for me too. 

AXALLA. 
Oh » Selima! thou haft reftor'd my Quiet, 
The noble Ardor of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly bunw wi*m my Breatt, 
Andbid8mebefecureofallh«:eafW. 

So chearsfome pious Saint \<ly»?g ^Z^"^^' ^„ . 
( Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
Wii HeavVsForgivenefs, and the Hopes of Mercy ; 
At length the Tumult of his Soul appeas d. 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple easd. 
Boldly he proves the t>ark, uncertain Road, | 

The Peace, his holy Comforter beftow d, S 

Guides and protedts him like a Guardian Cod. J 
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Mtnunt S B L 1 M A and Guar A. 
SELIMJ. 
• InTauiallAittalove-ficlc Virgin tries, 1 

KVeBt* to frown, and feem feverely wife, i- 

Inhopes to cheat UiewaryJ-over's Eyes. J 

If the dear Youth her Pity flrives to more, 
Andpleada with Tenderneft, the Caufc of Love : 
Nature aflerte her Empire in her Heart, 
Aod kindl}' takes the ^thful Lover's Pait. 
By Love, herftlf^. and Nature thni bctray'd, "} . 

No more Jbe traits in Pride's fantaflic Aid. I 

But bidi bn Eyes confeJs the yielding Maid. J 
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A C T U. SCENE L 
Tambrlanb*^ Camp^ 

MON£SSS. 

TH E dreadiU Bofineft ofdie War is over : 
And Slaughter, that, from yeOer Morn 'till Ev'ni 
With <jiant Steps, paft (Iridingo'er the Field, 
Befmear^d and horrid with the Blood of Nations^ 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps, 
And ilambers o'er her Prey ; while from this Camp 
The chearful Sounds of Viftoiy, and Tofnerlam, 
Beat the high Arch of Heaven: deciding Fate, 
That crowns him withihe Spoils of fachta Day, 
Has g^v*n it as anEareaft of the World 
That ihordy ihallbehis. 

Enter Steatocles. 

. My Stratodes I 
Moft happily returned ; might I believe 
Thou bring'ft ine any Joy ? 

STRJTOCIES. 

^ With my bcft Diligence, 
This Night I have enquired of what concerns yoa. 
Scarce was the San, who fhone upon the Horror 
Of the paft Day, funk toAc Weftern Ocean, 
When by permiflion from the Prince Axaikt 
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I mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle : Here a Troop 
Of hardy Partbiant red with honeft Wounds, 
Confeil the Conqueft, they had well deferv'd : 
There a dejected Crew of wretched Captives, 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groaning 
Under new Bondage, foDow'd fadly after 
The haughty Vigor's Heels ; but that, which fully 
Crown*d the Succefs of Tamerlane^ was Btyszitt 
Fall'n like the proud Archangel, from tlie Height, 
Where once (e*en next to Majefty Divine) 
Enthroned he fat, down to the vile Defcent 
And Lowaefs of a 5l<ve ; but oh! tofpeak . 
Tht Rage> the Fiercenefs, and the Indignation !-*— 
It bars all Words, and cuts Defcription &ort. 

MONESES. 
Then he is fall'n f that Comet which, on high. 
Portended zlmn $ h€ iias ^pent his Biaze^ 
And {hall diftra^ the World with Fears no more. 
Sure it mull bode me well, for oft my Soul . 
Has ftarted into Tumult at his Name, 
As if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 
At the Approach of fomev^hat mortal to me : 
But fay, my Friend, what hear'ft thou of JrfaRa f 
For there my Thonghts, my ever^ Care is centered. 

STRJTOCLES,, 
Tho' on that.purpofe Aill I bent my Search, 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this. 
That in the Pillage of the Sultafri's Tent 
Some Women were made Prisoners, who this Morning 
Were to be oiFer'd to the Emperor's V iew ; 
Their Names and Quatlities, tho' oft i^hquiring, 
I Could not learn, 

MONESES. 
Then touil my Soul ftill labor 

H 4 Beneath 
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Beneath Uncertainty and anxious Doubt, 

The Mind's worft State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives me 

But a Half.Eafe. 

STRATOCLES. 

'Tis faid, not far from hettce 
The Captives were to wait the Emperor's PaiTage. 

MONESES. 
Halte we to find the Place. Oh ? my Arfafia ! 
Shdl we not meet ? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy 
Like Death wkhin my Bofom ? Oh f 'tis well. 
The Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of Abfcnce, 
£lfe who could bear it ? 

When thy lov'd Sight ihall blefs my £yes again. 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain. 
Since chat fweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain . 
-- [Exeunt Monefes, ^s^Stratodes 
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SCENE II. 
^be Infide of a magnificent Tent. 

Symphotrf of Warlike Mufic. 

Enter Tamerlane,Azalla, Frinte o/Ta n a i s, 
Zama,Mirvan, SoUiers mnd iftber Atttndimts^ 

AXAILA. 

FROM this autpicious Day the Parthian Name 
Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 
EvUi from the dawning Eaft to \iXmo9iThule 
The Limits of its Sway. 

PRINCE. 

Nations unknown, 

Wh^e 
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Where yet the R^man Eagles never flew. 

Shall pay their Homage to vidlorious Tamerlau, 

Bend to his Valor, and fuperior Virtue, 

And own, that Conque^ is not given by Chanc#» 

fiut, bound by fatal andrefiftlefs Merit, 

Waits on his Arms. 

TAMERLANE. 

It is too much : you drefs mt 
Like att Ufurper in the borrow*d Attributes 
Of injor'd Heaven : Can we call Conqueil ours f 
Shall Man* this Pigmy; widi a Giant's Pride 
Vaunt of himfelf, and fay. Thus have I done this } 
Oh ! vain Pretence to Greatnefs ! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all die Brightnefs, which we boaft,] j 
Dark in ourfelves, and ufelefs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ftrike for us. 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honor : 
Twere moflr ungrateful to difownthe Benefi. 
And arrogate a Praife which is not ours. 

AXALLA. 
With fuch unfliaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the fwelling Tide of profp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deferve that Fortune : InAdverficy 
The Mind grows tough by bufFettlng the Tempeft; 
Which, in Succefs difTolving, fmks to Eafe, 
And lofes all her Firmnefs. 

T AUERLANE. 

Oh ! Axalla^, 
Could I forget I am a Man, as thou art. 
Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sicknefs, or Thirft, and Hunger, all the Train 
Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, afTerting 
An equal Right in Kings and common Men, 
Reprove me daily ?— No— If I boaft of ought, 
£e it, to* have been Heay*n's happy Inflrument, 

H 5 The 
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The means of Good to all- my Fellow-Creatiu*e»i 
This h a King's beft. Praise- 

Enter Omar. ' T 

Hoiipr ^nd Fasoue \ 

^injmg t9 Tamerlane. 
For e|ir«r wait tibe Emperor; may our Pfophet 
Give him ten thouAmd thoufimd D&ys of Life; 
And cv^ry Day like thie. The Cafflare Si]lta%: 
Fierce in his Bonds, and at jhis Fate r^fjOMPg^ .. : , 
Attends yoarfacred Will. ; . ..'' 

Let him SQ>fMadi^ 
Enter B a j a a e^t- attd other Torfeifl? Pnfaners in Chttms^ 

When f furvejT the Ruins of this Field, 
The wild Deftrirftion, which ^y fierce Ainbitron 
Has dealt among Mankind, (fo many Widows 
And helplefs Orphans has thy Battle, mad^. 
That half our Eaftern World this Day are MourBcr*^ 
WcH may P, in behalf of Heav'n ajid Earth, , 

Demand from thee Atonement for this Wrong. 

BAJAZET. 
Make thy Demand to thofe that own thy Pow'r, , 
Know, I am ftill beyond it \ and tho^ Fortune * 
(Curfe on that Changeling Deity of Fools !) 
Has ftript me of the Train and Pomp of Greatnefs, ^ 
That out-fide of a l^ing, yet fiill my Sou^, 
Fixt high, and of itielf alone dependant. 
Is ever Free and Royal, and ev'n now. 
As 'at the head of Battle, does defy thee i 
1 know What PowV the Chance of War has giv*n. 

And dare thee to the Ufe on't. This vile Speeching, 

' . Thft 



\ 



Tamerlane. 1^5 

This After-^ftffir of Words, is what mcfl irks me'j 
Sfiare that and for the reft tls eqakl all ■■ 
Be it as it may. 

7AMERLJNE: 
Well was it for the World, 
Wlien on their Borders Neighbouring Princes met. 
Frequent irt fricndff Parle, hy cool Debates 
Preventing wafteftl; War; fach fliould our. meeting 
Have been, had'ft thou but heldm jufi' regand' 
The Sawflity 6f Lca^ue^ f6 often fworn to. 
Canft thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 
ThatPowV Supreme, which made thee; and thy Prophet; 
Will, with Impuiiity, let pafs' that Breach 
Of facred Fsddi gfv'n to die Rdyal Greek f 

BAJAZEf. 
Thou Pedant Talker ! ha f art thou a King 
Poffeft of faered Pow'r, Heaven's darling Attribute, 
And d6fl thou prate of Leagues, andOaths, andProphets i 
I hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both. 
As Death doth^human Nature, for Deibru^ion. 

TAMERLANE. 
, Caufelefs to hate is not of human kind ; 
The favjfge Brute, that haunts in Woods rcipote. 
And Dcfcrt Wilds, tears not the fearfufTraveller, 
tf Hunger, or fohi6 Injury, provoke not. 

BAJAZE'T. 
Cain a King want a Caufe, when Empire bids 
Go on ? What is he born fbr but Ambition ? 
It is his Hunger, 'tis his Call of Nature, 
The noble Appetite which will be fatisfy'd. 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal. 

TAMERLANE. 
Henceforth I will not wonder we were foes. 
Since Soul's that dii!er fo, by Nattgre hate^ 
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And ftrong Antipathy forbids their .Union. 

BJJjiZET. 

The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranfcend thy Coldnefs ; I am pleas'd we difier. 
Nor think alike. 

TJMERLJNE. 

No-; for I think like Man, 

Thou like a Monder; from whofe baleful Prefence 
Nature Harts back ; and tho^" (he fijc*d her Stamp 
On thy rough Mafs, and mark'd thee for a Man, 
Now confcious of her Error flie difclaims thee. 
As fonn'd for her Deftmftion 
'Tis true« I am a King, as thou hail been : 
Honor, and Gloiy too have been my Aim ; 
But tho' I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would i choofe to £x my Name by Peace, 
By Juftice, and by Mercy; and to raife 
My Trophies on the BleiCngs of Mankind ; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I fway. 
Or Forfeit of my Honor. 

bjjjzet: " ■ 

Prophet, I thank thee. ■ < 

Damnation \ — Couldfl thou rob me of my Glory, 
To drefs up this tame King, this preaching Dervi/eT 
Unfit for War, thou fhouldft have liv:d fecure 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shared a precarious Scepter, fat tamely ftill,. 
And let bold Fadlions canton out thy PowV, 
And wrangle fox the Spoils they robb'd thee of; 
WhilH I (corfe on the Pow'r that flops my Ardor f) 
Would, like a Tcmpeft, rufh amidH the Nations, 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Jilba^ 
My angry Thunder on the frighted World. 

rjlMERf 
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TJMERLJNE. 
The WorW ! — 'twould be too little fer thy Pride; 
Thou would'ft fcale Hcav'n.. 

BJyjZET. 

I. would : ——Away, n^y Soul 
Difdains thy Conference. 

TAMERLjiNE. 

Thou vain, rafli Thing, 
That with gigantic Infolence, haft daf'4 
To lift thy wretched fell above thenars; 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty: Thos art faU*n t 

BjyjZET. ^ » 

Tis falfe ! I am not fallen from ought' Tve been : 
At left my Soul refoves to keep her State, • 
And fcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 

TjUMERLJNE. 
Almoft beneath my Pity art thou fall'n: 
Since, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'n is on thee. 
And pre^es to the Duft thy fwelliog Soul, 
Fool-hardy, with the ftrqnger thou contendeft; 
To what vaft Heights had thy. tumultQons Temper . 
Been hurryM, if Suecefs had cro«rn*d thy Wifhes ; 
Say, what had I to'expe£l, if thou hadft conquered ? 

BJJ^ZET. ■ - 

Oh, glorious Thought ! By Heav'n I I will enjoy it, 
Tho' but in Fancy ! Imagination ihall 
Make room to entertain the vaft Idea. 
Oh ! had I been the Mafter but of Yefterday, 
The World, the World had fielt me ; and for th<i(, 
I had usM thee, as thou art to me, — a Dog, 
The Objedl of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred : 
I would have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footftool to my Saddle: 
Then, when thy daily Cervile Tafk was done, 
I would have c%g*d ^ee, lor the Scorn of Slaves^ 
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*Till thou hadft begg'4 16 die; attd even that.Mercy 

J ha^ dihfi Thee .* New diou kriowH: my Mad, 

' And queftion me iro fenher. 

i W^ doft tiiotr teadt iflfe * 
What JufHce (hould exaft from thee r Mankind 
With one Confent cry dirt for Vengeance on thee ; 
Louldiy die/ ctll^ to cat tS this.Leagaerbr^aker» 
This wild Dfeflreyer, front the Face ol Batth. 

BAJAHi: - ' 

Do it». .and rid tb/ ihaking Sdul a^o^e ' 
Of its word Fear. . . 

"- TAMERLANE. 

Why flept the Tbimde^, ^ 

That (hould have arm'd Che Idol Delcy, 
• And giv'n thee Fow r, ere y^es Sun was fet. 
To fhake the Soul of Tamerhvte : Hudtt rfiou an Arm 
Tomaki^theefeai^d^ thoa (hoiild^ilhaveprorditon me; 
Amidfl the Sweat atnd Blood of yonder Field, 
When, thro' the Tumult of the War, I fought thee. 
Fenced in widr Nations. 

BAJAZET. 

Curfc upon the" Stars, 

That fated us to different Scenes of Slaughter ! 
Oh ! could my Sword have met thee f ■ 

tAMERLANE^. 

Thou hadft' then 
As now, been in xay Pc^w'r, and hdd thy Life< 
Dependant on my Gni ft ' ■ "Y es,- Bajaxet^ 
I bid thee. Live.— So much my Sdu! difdains, 
That thou (houldft think, I can fbar ought but Heav'n: 
Nay more ; couldft thou forget thy brutal Fiercenefs, 
And form thyfelf to Manhood, I would bid thee. 
Live, and be flilla King, thaothou may'ft learn 
What 'Man ihould be to Man, ia War r^membrmg 

The 
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The comaioa Tyc^ and Brod|ertiood 6fLiwA. 

This Rc^al T«iit» witk filch 01 . tky fi^jQcfik* . 

As can bf Ausd* fliall wAitupoo.tfa^rSerrkd^ 

Nor will I ufe my Fortif^^ Uk demand 

Hard TeiiB».Df Fmo^* hut bock 'taithmmmf&iiSet 

With Hoiioc». I If ilA Honor tkMyteamc.* . ; .. ■ ' 

[*Tamerlwie j%«/ /» ^ Officer, nubo unbinds 

. Alja«(ft. * ^ 

BJJAZ^ET. ... fimv 

Ha! fay'ft thou-no[-ourProphet*s Vengeance blafl: 
If thou QMsSit buy my Prieadfliif) with tKy B^pire. 
Pamnation on thee!, thou rm90fh fawfuag^Ta^kcrj' [ 
Give meagfiin my.Piain&^ ith^..^ ^ay.qat:^ ^ee» .. [ 
And gratify my Rag^': Or,: if thq* wilt .; ,/ 

Be a vain Fo6l« and play with thy Perdiooiiy 
Remember Tm thy Foe, and hate thee deadly^ 
Thy Folly on thy Head ! ... 

^ J ME R LANE. 

Be iUll;i»y Fpf • 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are. pleas'd 'xn doing good^ 
Tho* the ungrateful Subjedb of their FavofSr . . . 
Are barren m return : Thy iiubbosn Pride, 
That fpums the geQtIe Office of Humamty, 
Shall in my Honoj own, and thy I>€fpite, 
I have done, as I ought. Virtue fHU does 
With Sconi the Mercenary World rega^fl^ - • 
Where abje& Souls '. djo good,, and hope Rewatd : 
Above the worthlefs Trophies Men can raifei 
She feeks not Honors, Wealthy nor airy Praife, 
But wkh herfelf, Herfelf,^ tb^ Gk>4d(ra {^aysJ 

[£jif^««/ Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince ^Tanais,. 

Mirvan, Zama, and A^teitdanti. 
Maneni B A} AZET J Omar> Guards, 
BJJJZET. 
Come, lead me to my Dungeon ; plunge me dowfi 

Deep 
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jDeep from die hated Sight of Mao, and Da^, 
Where, under Covert of ^ke friendly Darknefs, 
My Soul may brood, at leifare* o'er its Angai(h# 

OMAR, 
^ Our Royal Mafler wott*d, with noble Ufage, 
Make your Misfortunes light : he Inds you hoj^e,- 

. BAJJZEr. 
I tell thee. Slave, I have fliook hands «^ith Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Defpair, and Horror, 

j?0/^ Haly, Arpasia, and WonuH Attendants. 

Ha? wherefore am I thus? — Perdition fcize me ? 
But oiy cold Blood runs (hiv'ring to my Heart, 
As at fome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 
With dreadful AdUons ftalks around our Beds. ^^ 
The Rage and fiercer Paffions of my Breaft 
Are loft in new Confufion. — Arpafia ! — Holy \ 

HALT. 
Oh En^ror ! for whofe hard Fate out Prophet, 

And all the Heroes of ^y facred Race 
Are fad inParadife, thy faithful Ilalyy 
The Slave of all thy Pieafares, in this Ruin» 
"This Univerfal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, 
Has gather'd up this Treafure for thy Arms : 
Nor ev'n the Viftor, haughty ^ameri^me^ 
( By whofeCommand, once more thy Slave beholds thee) 
Denies this Blefling to thee, but with Honor - 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. 

BAJAZET, 
; Oh ! had her Eyes, with Pity, feen my Sorrows, 

Had (he the Softnefs of a tender Bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beftow*d a greater Blefling, 
And Love had made amends for lofs of Empire. 
But {(^e, what Fury dwells upon her Charms V 
What Lightning flaflies from her angry Eyes! 

With 
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With a malignant Joy (he views my Ruin: 
Ev'n Beauteous in her Hatred, dill flie charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultnona Soul to Love. 

ARPASIJ, 

And dar'ftthon hope, thou Tyrant I Ravifher? 
That Heav'n has any Joy in ftore for thee ? 
Look back upon the Sum of thypaft Life, 
Where Tyranny, Oppreffion, and Injuftice» 
Perjury, Murders, fwell the black Account, 
Where loft Arfafia^ Wrongs (land bleeding fiefli. 
Thy laft recorded Crime ; but Heav'n has found thee; 
At length the tardy Vengeance has o*erta'en thee. 
My weary Soul fhall bear a little longer 
The pain of Life, to call for Juftice on thee , 
That once complete, iink to the peaceful Grave, 
And loie the Mem*ry of (my Wrongs and Thee. 

MAJAZET, 

Thou rairft f I thank thee for it^ Be perverfe. 

And mufter all the Woman in thy Soul ; 
Goad me with Curfes, be a very Wife, 
That I may fling off this tame Love, and hate thee. * 

Enter Monesss. [Bajazbt JiartingJ] 

Ha f — Keep thy Temper, Heart* nor take alarm 
At a Slave's Prefence. 

MONES.ES. 
It b Arfafia \ L eave me, thou cold Fears, 

Sweet as the rofy Morn fhe breaks upon me. 

And Sorrow like the Night's unwholfom Shade, 

Gives way before the Golden Dawn fhe brings. 

BAyAZET, [Advancing towards him, ] 

Ha, Chrifiian f Is it well that we meet thus ? 

Is this thy Faith ? 

MONESES. 

Why does thy frowning Brow 

Put 
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Pat on this Form of Fury f Is it ftrtnge 
We fliouldA Qwet here C6iii|»amons in Misfeitttndy 
The Captives of one common Chance of War? 
Nor ihouldft thou wooderi tlHit my Sword has fail'd 
Befoi% the Foftdne of Vi£h)noi» Tamtrianet 
When thoa witih Nations like the fanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy lidc, 
Could'ft not tend alp tgainft his dreadful Battle, 
That crufhM thee with its Shock. Thy Men can wknefs , 
Thofe Cowards, that forfook me in the Combat, 
My Swoid was not aoadlive^ 

,. BJJJiZET. 
No,*— ^tis falfe. 
Where ^ mf I>|tttg);kter, thou, vile Grrnkf tho« haft" 
Betray 'd her to the T«y-/4r ; or evenworfe. 
Pale with thy Fears, didft lofe her Uke.a Ooward , 
And like a Coward now, wool^ caft the blame 
Cftk Fortune, andill«Stars. 

MONESSS. 
Ha ! faid'fl tinQVL like a Coward? 

Wh»t San^ity, what Majefty Divine 

Ha^ft thoa put on, to guard thee from niy Rage ? 

That thus thou Ab^'H tci WrOiig nle. 

BAJAZET. 
Out, thou Slave, 
And know me for thy Lord' 
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MONESES. ■ .• ' 

; . I tell jhee. Tyrant, 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou fat'ff on high. 
When like an Idol thou wert vainly, worihipp'd. 
By profirate Wretches, born with jjayiih Souls : 
Ev'n when thou wert a Kingr thou wert not more. 
Nor greater than Monefes j born of a Raceji , . . 

Royal, and Great as thine ; W^at art thou nbw then i 

The Fate of War haii ibt thee with the Lowed; 

' • ' And 
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« , * 

And Captives (like the Subjeds of the Grave) 
Loiing Diftln^lidn, ferve one common Lord. 

Brav'd by this Dbg f now give a loofe t6 R'ag€# 
And curie thyfetf, «urfe thy falfe cheatine Prophet. , 
Ha ! yet there's fome Revenge. Hear me, thou ChtlftiaSii ^ 
Thou left'ft that Sifter with me : ——Thou Impoftor I 
Thou Boailer of thy Honefiy I Thou Liar f 
Bat take her to thee back. 
Now to explore my Prifoa. If.it holds 

Another Plague like this, the reftlefa Oamn'd 
(If Mi^m lye not) wander thus in Hell : 
From fcorching Flajties to chilling Profts they run^ 
Then Iroln their Frofts to Fires return again* . 
And only prove varied of Pain. 

\txiunt Bajazet ami Haly. 

ARPJSU. 
Stay, Sajasutt I charge thee by my Wrongs I, *. ^ 
Stay and unfold a Tale of ib much Horror, 
As only fits thy telling— —Oh, Menefes! 

MONESES. 
Why doft diou weep? why this tempeftuous Paffioii 

That flops |hy faltering Tongue fhdrt on my Name Y * 

Oh, fpeak ^ unveil this Myftery of Sorrow, 

And draw the difmal Scene, at once, to fight. 

ARPASIA. 
Thou art undonie, loft, fulfi'd, and' undone 1 ^ '• 

MONESESJ ' ' 

I will not think 'tis fo, while I have thee, ' '• 
While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in tti^ Atms i ' 
Fot while I figh upon thy panting Bofom, 
The fad Remembrance- of paft Woes is loft; 

JRPASIA 
Forbear to footh thy Soul with fiatt'rJng Thoughts 
Of Evils ovcrpaft, and Joys to cbme: * ; 

^ .-'••• OttP" 
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Oar Woes are like the genoin Shade beneath^ 
Where Fate cuts ofF the very Hopes of Day, 
And everlaiUDg Night and Horror reign. 

MONESES, 
By all the Tendernefs and chafte Endearments 
Of our paft Love, I charge thee, my Arfafia^ 
To eafe my Soul of Doubts ; give me to know 
At once the utmoft Malice of my Fate. 

ARFA^IA. 
Take then thy wretched Share in all I fofFer, 
Still Partner of my Heart. Scarce hadH thou left 
The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 
SoftHiing the Pride and Fiercenefs of his Temper, 
With gentle Speech made offer of his Love. 
Amaz'd, as at the Shock of fudden Death, 
I ftarted into Tears, and often ,u{g*d 
( Tho* Hill in vain) the Difference of our Faiths : 
At laft,' as flying to the utmoff Refuge, 
With lifted Hands, and dreaming £yes, I own'd 
The Fraud; which when we£rit were made hisPrk'nenr^ 
Conscious of my unhappy Form, and fearing. 
For thy dear Life, I forc'd thee to pat ofi 
Thy borrowed Name of Brother, mine of Sifter : 
Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 
Our mutual Vows had made before the Priefl. 
Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
Then, Be it fo, he cry'd. Think'ft thou thy Vows 
Giv'n to a Slave ihall bar me from thy Beaaoes ? 
Then bade the Prieft pronounce the Marriage Rites, 
Which he performed, whilft ftirieking with Defpair, 
I caird in vain the Pow rs of Heav'n to aid me. 

MONESES. 

Villain ? Imperial Villain ? Oh, the Coward f 

Aw'd by his Guilt, tho' back'd by Force and Powers 
Up dorft not to my Face avow his Puipofe; 

Bat 



Tamerlani. i6g 

But in my Abfence like a larking Thief 
Stole on my Treafore^ and at once undid me. 

ARPA3IA. 

Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 
Forgetting all the Roles of Chrtftian Snfiering, 
I h»i done a defp^rate Murder on my Sool, 
Ere the mde Slaves, that wttted on his Will, 
Had forc'd me to his 

MONSSES. 
' Stop thee therct Jrfafia, : . 
And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene i . 
Let not Thot^hc enter, left die bufy Mind 
Should mufter foch a Tram of monfterous Images, 
As would diilrad^ me. Oh ! I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 
Were treafur'd up, to have thee rifled thus I 
Thus torn nntafted from my ei^r Wiihes f ' 
But I will havb thee from him. Tiimtrlam 
* (The Sovereign Judge of £quity on £arth) ; : . 
Shall do me Juftice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beaoties to Mnufts. 

JRPJSIJ. 

And who (hall render back my Peace, my Honor, 
The fpotlefs Whitcnefe of my Virgin Soul? 
Ah ? no, iMfc«c/J/— -think not I will ever 
Bring a poluted Love to thy chafte Arms : 
I am the Tyrant's Wife. .Oh, fatal Title ! 
And, in the fight of all the Saints, have fwom. 
By Honor, Womanhood, and blnfliing Shame, 
To know no fecond firide»bed but my Grave. 

MONESES. 

I fwear it nraft not be, fince (till my Eye 

Finds thee as heavenly white, as Angel pure. 

As in the earlicft Hours of Life thou weit 

- . Nor 



l66 T A M £ R L A N E. 

* * • t • ' 

Nor art tbqu bisjbut mifve; .thy, firft^ Vow'^ rpUlf > ^ 
Thy Soul is mine "r ■' ■ ; ■■<■. 

. Ohfl ;ttiinl:^j^ot,ith^tthc.P.ow'r 
Of moh p^^aAve.Eloque^ifcc canio^ke me, 
Forget ^Vc bo^A «»«lkor «> bf^n hi* Wifo j 
Now by my Bluflies ; by the.ilroi!ig.QQivfu4cmji ' 
And Anguifli of q^'.fi^^tl fy9Ssp me, Monefes^ . 
Nor urg9 itny teqihHiigiViitue to the Precipice* 
Shortly, (okh .V;ery.ihc9rtly); if my Sootdwd- 
Bivine aright, ahdiiMy^li be gcacioUs to me» 
D^jb. :fluU diffi)lve . thecfatiL Oblig^attoii, 
And givfimejip.tQ.Pe4cd>.to thatbiftftinacfl 
Wher^ th» Good r^ft finm Care and an^otis Iif«« 

MONESES. 

Oh! t^adLjne, t|Mo fair Saist^ like tfcoe to (aSkt : 
Teachme, with.hardyiPikty, tD.:0Qiid»t 
The prefent Uh ; inftru^ myEyes to pafs. 
The nari)6w B<Kindfr of Life, this Landi of Sorrow, 
And with bold Hopes to view thoKeaima beyond, 
Thofe diftant Beaaties of the .future State. 
Tcli me, Arpafiof -— fay, what Joys are thofe, 
That wait to crown the Wretch who fufFers here : 
Oh ! tell met and foftaun my failing Faith« 

JRPASIA. 

Imagine ibmcwhat exquiiitely fini^^ 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd Min4 
Can barely know, unable, to defoibe it) . 
Imagine, 'tis a Tra£t of endlcfs Joys,. 
Without Satiety, or Interruption ) 
Imagine *tis to meet, and part no more, 

MONESES. 

Grant, gentle Heav'n, tliat fudi may be oar-Lot I 
l;et us be bleft together .-^--^Oh f my Soul I 
Build on that Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, 

a To 
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1*0 flrtiggle with the Stohn, that parts us now. 

. ARPASIA. 
jVes ! my Idomju^ aow the Surges rife, 
TM AyeUi^ S^ bjt^ in hetween^ouf Barks. 
And drives us to our Fate on dificrcnt Rocks, 
Parewel ■ ' " my Soul lives wkh.thce» ^ 
■ ""' MONESES. 

Death is partinjr^ 
'Tis the laft (^ Adieu 'twixt Sool zad Bodty, 
But this is fomewhat worfe— iny Joy, my Comfort, 
All' that was left in Lift, .fleets, alter thee. 
My aking Sight hanes on thy parting fieautiest 
Thy Lovely Eyes all Awvn'd in Floods of Soitowl 
S^ iifi^s tkf fett^^ Snn beneath the Wavcs^ - 
And leaves tlip T?raveUer ift pathlefs Woods, 
Benighted and forlornT-Thus with fad Eyes 
Weftward he turns, to n%ar^ the tighjt's D^ jj^ 
TiUliavinglpl^tJiiBj^feiint:^^!^^^^^ ' 

Che4rtofs, ^.I>arJ(n^9, hf fMrftieshis Wfiy, ; , . _ 
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ACT III. S C E N E L 

^he Infide of the -Royal Teni. 

• ■ 

Enter Ax AVh A, Selima^ tmd JFomn Jbtmabrntsl 

AXALIA. 

CA N there 6c ottght in Love, beyond tKis Proof, 
This wondrous Proof, I give thee of my Faitk^ 
To tear thee from my bleeding Bofbm thu3 ? 
To rend the Strings of Life to fet thee free. 
And yield thee to a craelFathei^s Power, 
Foe to my Hopes ? What canft ^ou pay me back^ 
What but thyfelf (thott Angel) for thisFondnefs f 

SELIMJ. 
Thou doil upbraid me. Beggar as I am. 
And urge me with my Poverty of Love. 
Perhaps thou think'ft ^tis nothing for a Maid 
To ftrnggle through the Nicenefs of her Se^ 
The Bltt(hes and the Fears, and own (he loves : 
Thou think'ft, 'ds nothing for my artlefs Heart 
To own my Weaknefs and confefs thy Triumph. 

JXJLLJ. 
Oh ! yes, I own it; my charm'd Ears ne^er knew 
A Sound of fo much Rapture, fo much Joy. 
Not Voices, lufbuments, nor warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, not murmuring Waters join'd in Confort, 
Not tuneful Nature, not th' according Spheres 
Utter fttch Harmony, as -when my S^ima 

With 
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With down caft Looks, and Blufhes, (aid« -^I lo^*« 

S ELI MA, 

And yet thoa fa/ft, I am a Niggard to thee: 
I fwear the Balance (hall be held between us. 
And Love be Jadge» if after all the Tendemefi, 
Tears and Confuilon of my Virgin Sod, 
Thoa fhould'ft cx>mplain of ought, onjuft Jxalla! 

AX ALL A: 

Why was I ever bleft ? — Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thou&nd pleating Images, ^ 
Of paft Enjoyments, £nce 'tis bat to plagae me? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eafe mt 
To think of all the golden Minutes paft. 
To think, that thou weit kind, and I was happy F 
But like an Angel faU'n from Blifs, to corfe 
My prefent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loft, 

^ELIMA, 

Hope better for us both ; nor let thy Fears^ 
Like an unlucky Omen, crofs my Way. 
My Father rough and flormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and with Fondnefs 
Paternal, ever met me with a Bleifing. 
Oft when Offence had ftirr'd him to fuch Fury, 
That not grave Counfellors for Wifdom fam'd. 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
Prefum'd to fpeak, but ftruck with awful Dread, 
Were hufh'd as Death : yet has he fmil'd on me^ 
Kifs'd me, and bid me utter all my Purpofe ; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I had footh'd him. 
And won him from his Anger. 

AXALLA. 

Oh ? I know. 
Thou haft a Tongue to charm the wildeft Tempero 
Ueids would forget to graze and favage Beafts 
£tand ftill and lofe their Fierceoefsi butto^ear thee, 
Vtti'*!. I As 
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Aa if Aey h^d Refledion, and by Reafoa 
Forfook a lefs £njoyinent for a greater. 
But oh I when I reTolve each Circomftance, 
My Chriftian Faith, my Service clofely bound 
To la^mrkm my Mafter, and my Friend : 
lell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain ? 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 
Should doom thy Beauties to another^s Bed \ 

SELIMJ. 
Tis a fad Thought j but to appeafe thy Doubttt 
Here in tie awful Sight of Heav n» I vow. 
No FowVihall e*er divide mc horn thy Love, 
£v'n Duty (ball not force mc to be falfe. 
My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 
But never from my Heart 1 and when the Maids 
Shall yearly come with Garlands of frefli Flowers, 
To mourn with pious Ofiice o'er my Grave, 
They (hall fit fadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lov'd, liow much I fuiSer'd for thee. 
And while they grieve my Fate, fliall praifemyConflancy. 

JXALLA. 
But fee the Sultan comes ! — my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion ; Hope and Fear 
Fight with alternate Conqueil in my Breail. 
Oh ? Can I give her from me ^ Yield her up ? 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, fince Honor triumphs* 
And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. 

Enter B A j a z 1 T. 

BAJAZET. 
To have a naufeous Courtefy forc'd on me 
Spite of my Will by an infulting Foe, — *— 
HaT they would break the Fiercenefs of my TemptfW * 
And make me fupplefor their flavi0i Parpofe: 
Ctufe on tkcir fawning Arts i from Heaven itfelf . 
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I woaM not oil lock Terms receive a Benefit 
Bat (paxn it back apon the Giver's Hand. 

[Selima ttmis Jmnnard aadkmdsH Bajaa5et> 

My Lord; 017 Royal Father f 

tAjAZEr. 

Ha! what artthoo? 
What heav nly Innocence ? that in a Form 
So known, fo lov'd> haft left thy Pstradife, 
For joylefs Prifon, for diis Place of Woe I 
Art thott ^f iSf>mi ^ 

^ SfllMA. 

Have yon forgot me.? 
Ala9, myKety is then in vain; 
Your Silima, your Daughter whom yon k{r*d» 
The fondling once of her dear Father's Arms» 
Is come to claim her Share in hi? Misfortunes; 
To wait and tend him with obfequioua Duty $ 
To .fit, and weep for every Care he feels; 
To help to wear the tedious Minutes out. 
To foften Bondage, and the Lofs of Rmpire;* 

BAJAZEf. 
Now by oar Prophet \ if my wounded Mtrid 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it wonkL be now 
£v*n from thy prating Infancy thou wert 
My Joy, my little Angel ; fmiling Comfort 
Came with^ thee iHH to glad me : Now Pm curs*d 
Ev'n in thee too : Reproach and Infamy 
Attend t)ie Chriffian Dog, to whom thou wert trufled; 
To fee thee here ?— -'twere better fee thee dead. 

AX ALIA. 
Thus Tamirhm$ to Royal SaJaTief, 
(With Kingly Greeting fends: Since with the Brav^' 
The bloody Bus nefs of the Fight once ended) 
Stem Hate and Oppofition ouglirtoxeafiri - 

I a Thy 
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Thy Qaeen already to thy Arms refbr'd, . 
Keceive this iecond Gih, thy beauteous Daughter: 
Ajii if tliere be ought farther in thy Wiib> 
Demand with Honor, and obtain it freely. 

BJJJZ£T. 

Bear back thy fulfom Greeting to thy Mafter, 
Tell him, lUl none on't : Had he been a God, 
All his Omnipotence could not refiore 
My Fame diminilh'd, Lofs of Sacred Honor, 
The Radiancy of MajeHy eclipsed. 
For ought befides, it is not worth my Care ; 
The Giver and his Giib are both beneath me. 
V jIXALLA. 

Enough of War the wounded Earth has known; 
Weary z^ length and wafted with Deftru^on, 
Sadly ihe rears her ruin'd Head, to (hew 
Her Cities humbled^ and her Countries ipoil'd. 
And to her mighty Mafter fues for Peace. 
Oh, Sultan i by the Fow r Divine I fwear ! 
With Joy I wou'd reiign the favage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain'd, could I atone 
The fatal Breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlimii 
And thmk a Soldier's Glory well beftow*d» 
To buy Mankind a Pe^ce. 

BJJJZET. 

And what art thou ? 
That doft prefume to mediate 'twixt the Rage 
Of angry Kings I 

^ A JL Ji JL Id Jim 

A Prince, born of the nobleft. 
And ofa Soul that aniw^s to that Birth. 
That dares not but do well. Thou doft put cm 
A fore d Forgetfiilnefs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueft fo lately to thy Court, then meeting 
0» 2cntl€j T^nni. -i— ' 
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SELIMA, 
Could ought efface the Ment 
Of brave Axaild^ Name, }iet when your Daughter 
Shall tell, how well, how nofaiy flie was us'd ; 
Mow light this gaUant Prmce made all her Bondage^ 
Moft fure the Royal Baja»et will owa 
That Honor ftands indebted to fuch Goodnefs^ 
Nor can a Monardt's Priendfhip more than pay iu. 

BJyjZET. 
Ha ! Enow'il thou diat^ fond Girl ? — Go — 'ti» 
not well ■ 
And when thou couldft defccnd to take a Benefit 
From a vile ChriAian, and thy Father's Foe^ 
Thou didft an Ad diihoneft tp thy Race; 
Henceforth, unlefs thou mean'ft to cancel sill 
My Share in thee, and write thyfelf a Bahard;^ 
Die, flarve, know any £vi], any Pain, 
Rather than tafi^ a Merx:y from thefe DogSi. 

Alas! Axailat 

AX ALL A. 
Weep not, lovely Maid; 
1 (wear, one pearly £)rop from thofe fair Eye* 
Would over -pay the Service of my Life.; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father^s Frowns and Fiercenefsr* 

BAJAZEr, 
Oh! my curs'd Fortune ! — am I fallen- thus low f 
Diftionor'd to my Face ? thou Earth-born thing. 
Thou Clod ! how hall thou dar'd to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the. facred Race of mighty Ottoman ? 
Whom Kings,. whom ev'n our Prophet's holy OfFsprinjp 
At diilance have beheld ; and what art thou ? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ^ 
'ITiou vile Obfcurity ! Ha ! — fay — thou bafe one. 

I % AXALLA^ 
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JXALLA. 

Thus chaHeng'd, Virtury modeft a^^ fhe is, 
' Stands up to do herfelf a common Juftke, 
To a^fwer, and afieit that inborn Merit, 
^hat Worth, which confcioiis to herfelf ihe feels. 
Were Honor to be fcann'd by long Defcentj, 
From Anceilors illoflnoiis, I could vaunt 
A Lineage of the greateft, and recount 
Among my Fathers, Names of ancient Stoiy, 
Hero«s and God-like Patriots, who fubdu'd 
The World by Arms and Virtue^ and being Remani 
Scom'd to be Kings ; but that be their own PraLUe * 
Nor will I ^rrow Merit iiOm the Dead, 
Myfelf an Undeferver. I could prove 
My Friendship fuch, as thou might'ft deign t^aocqpt 
With Honor, when it comes with friendly Office;" 
To render back thy Crown, and former Greataefs : 
And yet ev'n this, ev^n all is poor, when SeMma 
With matchlefs Worth weighs 'down the adveiCe Scale. 

BAJ'AZET. 

To give me back ^zi Yefterday took from me, 
Wou'd be tg give like Heaven, when having iiniih'd 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his fav'rite Man be Lord of alK 
But this — .-^-^— 

AX ALIA. 
Nor is this Gift beyond ray PowV ; 
Oft has the mighty Mailer of my Arms 
Urg'd me with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bouoteousJ'owV: . 
*Ti8 true J wav*d the Proffer, and have held it 
The worthier Choice, to wait upon hit Virtues^ 
To be the Friend and Partner of hjs Wars, 
Than to be -4fo*s Lord : Nor wonder then, 
If in the Confidence of fuch a Friendfhlp» 

3 y 
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I pi^miie boldly for the R<^al Giver, 
Thy CrowD, and Empire. 

BJyjZET. 

For our Daughter thus 

Mcan'ft thon to barter ? ha ! I tell thee, Chriftiaitt 
There is but one, one Dowry, thoucanft give. 
And I can ask, worthv my Daughter's Love. 

AXALLA. 
Ok f name the mighty Ranfom, task my Pow'r,. 
Let there be Dangar, Difficulty, Death. 
T'enhance the Price. 

tAJAZm. 

I Uke thee at thy Wor^ 

Bril^ flU^the TarfMrs Head. 

AX ALL A. 

Ha? 

iAJAZET. 

7anurtant\ 

That Death, that deadly Poifon to my Glory. 

AX ALL A. 
Prodigious I Horrid ! 

SELTMA. 

Loft! for ever loft f 

BAJAZET. 
And couMft thou hope to bribe me with ought elfaf 
With a vile Peace patched up on ftavifh Terms ? 
With tributary Kingfhip?— *— No— To merit 
A Recompence from me, fate my Revenge. 
The Tartar is my Bane, I cannot bear him f 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both^ 
Still ihall we hate, and wi^ Defiance deadly 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loft for ever ; 
As if two Suns (houtd meet in the Meridian^* 
And ftrive in fiery Combat for the Paffage. 
Weep'ft thou, fond Girl? Now as thy King, andFather,. 
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I charge thee, drive this Slave from thy Remeriibrance: 
Hate ihall be pious in thee ; * come and join ^ 

To corie thy Father's Foes. 

^ SELIMJ. 

Und6ne for ever f 
Now Tyrant Duty, art thou yet obey'd ? 
There is no more to give thee. Oh Jxaila f 

[bajaaet leads out Selima, Jhi Uaking b^uk 90 
Azalla. « 

AXALlA. 
Tis what I fear'd j FoqI that I was fobey: - 
The Coward Love/ that could not bear her Frown. 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps cv'n now^ 
The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. 
Fiercely he ftorms, flie weeps, and fighs, and tremble i^ 
But fwears at length, to think on me no more. 
.He bade me take her.^But, oh gracious Honor [ 
Upon what Terms ? My Soul yet fhuddere at it, 
And ftands but half recover'd of her Fright. 
The Head ofTamerianef monftrous Impiety f 
Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr* 
Oh, Emperor, J own I ought to give thee 
Some nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith. 
Than let the Pains I feel my Friendfhip prove, 
*Tis cafier far to die, than ceafe to love. 

[Exit Axalkb 
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I - I — — 

SCENE II. 

Tamerl-ANB*/ Gimp. 

SnUr fenftraUy Monk s b s, and Prince tf Tzuziu 

MONE'SES, 
F I not prefs untimely on hisLeifurey 



You would much bind a S^anger to yoor Service^ 
To give me means of Audience from the Emperor. 

prince: 

Moll willingly, tho* for the prefent Moment 
We muflintreat your Stay; he hold? him private;. 

MONESES. 
His. Council, I prefume. 

PRINCE. 

No; the Affair 

h not of Earth, but Hcav n a Holy Mani 

(One whom our Prophet's Law calls fueh) a Demnfi- 
Keeps him in Conference. 

MONESES, 

Hours of Rdigion^ 
Efpedally of Princes, clakn a Revjerence, 
Nor will be interrupted. 

PRINCE. 

What his Bufine/s 
Imports, we know not: but with earneft Sute* 
This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maftc^ 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heav'n)^ 
In reverend Regard holds all that bear 
Relation to Religion, and, on notice 
Q£ his Requefli received him on the Inibnt; 

1 5, MONESESJ^ 
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MONESES. ] 

We will attend his Pleafare. \Examf. 

Enter TAMERi^ANB, and ^ Deryise. 

TAMERLANE 

Thou bring'ft me thy Credentials from the Highefl, 
From Ma^ aod oor Prophet: Speak thy Meflage, 
It muft import the bcft and nobleft Ends' 

DERFISE. 

Thus fpeaks our holy Mahomet, who has giv n thee 
To reign, and conquer: 111 doft thou repay 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of ' I 

The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatnefs flow 
Thou haft fojrgot high Heav'n, haft beatcu down, j 

^d trampled on Religion's Sandity. 

TAMERLANE. 

Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King, 
(The greateft Names of Honor) do but make 
Thy Imputation out, and Tamerlane 
Shall do thee ample Juftice on himfelf : 
So much the facred Name of Heav n awes me^ 
Could I fufpea my Soul of harib'ring ought 
To its Diftionor, I would iearch it ftriaiy. 
And drive ^'offending Thought with Fury forth^ 

DBRFISB. 

Yes, thou haft hurt our Holy Prophet's Honor, 
Biy foftVing the pernicious Chriftian Se^t ; 
Thofc, whom his Sword purfuM with fell Deftruaio»» 
Thou tak'ft into thy Bafom, to thy Councalsj 
They are thy only Friends: The true Believer* 
Mourn to behold thee favor this Axalla, 

TAMERLANE. 

I fear me, thou out-go'ft the Prophet's Order! 
And bring'ft his venerable Name to fhelter ^ 
A Rudcncli iU-becominj thee to ufe> " 



J 



Tamerlane. ly^ 

Or me Co fuSkr. Wken thoo nam'ft my Friend, 
Thoa nzm'ft a Man be^'ond a Monk's difcernio^. 
Virtuous, and Greats a Warrior, and a Prince. 

D£RriS£. 
He is a Chriflian; there our Law condemns him»« 
Altho' he were ev'a all thou fpeak'ft, and more. 

TAMERLANE. 
*Tis falfe; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuous^ 
For differing from the Rules^ your Schools devife*. 
Look round, how Providence beftows alike 
Sanihine and Rain, to blefs the fruitful Year,. 
On different NadoDS^ all of diffrent Faiths; 
And (tho' by ieveral Names and Titles worlhipp'd);; 
Heav*n takes the various Tribute of their Praife; 
Since all agree to own, at baff to mean,. 
One bed one greateft, pnly Lord of AUk 
Thus when he vijoiv'd the many Forms of Nature,. 
He found that all was good» aad bl^ the fair Variety*. 

DERyiSE. 

Moff impious^ and profane \ — — nay, frown noti^ 
Prince. 
Full of the Prophet, I defpife the Danger 
Thy angry Powr may threaten t I command thee: 
To hear, and to obey ; fince thus fays Mab^t \ 
Why have I made thee dreadful to the Nations ^ 
Why have I giv'n thee Conqueff f but to fp^ead 
My facred Law ev'n to the utmoff £arth> 
And make my Holy Mecca the World's Worfliipr 
Go on, and wherefoe'er thy Arms fhall profper. 
Plant there the Prophet's Name: with Sword and Fii^ 
Drive put ail other Faiths, and let the World 
Coiifefs him only^ 

7AMERLANE. 
Had he but commanded 
My Swofd to a)n<]yaer all^ to make the World: 
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Know bpt one Lord, the Task were not fo hard; 
' Fwerc but to do what has been done afready;, 
' And Philips Son, and Cafar did as mnchi 
But to fubdne th' nnci^nqaerabk Mind, 
^o make one Reafon have the fame Effedb 
Upon all Apprehenfions; to force this. 
Or this Man, juil to think, as thca and I do£ 
Impoffible ! Unlefs Souls were alike 
In all, which diiFer now like'Humsui Faces* 

DERVISE. 
Well might the Holy Caufe be carry 'd on, 
If Muffulmen did not make War OB Mu/Julmen. 
Why hold'ft thou Captive, a believing Monarch I 
Now> as thou hop'ft to 'fcape the Prophet's Cur&> 
Releafe the Royal Bajazet, and join 
Witk Force anited, to defbx^ the Chiiftiaas. 

TAMERLANE. 
, Tiis welt— I Ve found the Caufe that mov'd tliy ZeA^ 
What (hallow Folitician fet thee on. 
In hopes to fright me this way to Compliance? 

DERFJSS. 
Our Prophiet only. — 

TAMERLANE. 

Nx>— — thou doft'belye him^ 
Thou m^ker of new Faiths f that dar'ft to build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name. 
Religion's LufiKe is by native Innocence 
Divinely piire> and iimple from all Artfr^ 
You daub, and dre£i her like a common Mifire^ 
The Harlot of your Fancies, and by adding 
Falfe Beaj2ties, which fhe want& AOt» make the- W(»rld 
SufpeA her Angel's Face is foul bene^th^ 
And wo'not bear aU Lights. Hence! I have found thet.* 

DERFISE. 
I have bat one refort. Now aid me. Prophet* [Afidf* 

y«tlhaye fom«what furthex to unfoldi 
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Our Prophet fpeaks to thee in Thunder-—* * thns'-— «> 
£* Thi Dervife draws a conceaTd Dagger ^ and 
offers to fiah Tamerlane » 

"TAMERLANE. 
No, Villain, Heav- n n watchf»J o'er its Worlhrppcrs^ 

\lVrefting the Dagger from him. 
And blafts the Murderer's Purpofe Think thou Wretch . 
Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
When I ihail doom thee ■ • 

DERTTSE. 

Tis but Death at laft,. 
And I win ftfier greatly for the Caufe 
That urgfd me firft to the bold Deed. 

TAMERLANE. 

Oh, impious 1' 
Enthafiafin thus makes Villarns, Martyrs. 

[Paujing.'] It Ihall be fo— To die f *tw«e a Reward— 

Now learn the Difference 'twixt thy Faith and mine: 

Thine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 

Mine can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee live. 

Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be fafc: 

IS thou continu'ft Hill to be the fame, 

'Tis Punifhment enough to be a Villain :. 

If thou repentll, I have gaih'd one to Virtue^, 

And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy, 

Hence! from my Sight — It fhocks my Soul, to think 

That there is fuch a Monfter in my Kind, [i';^/^ Dervife.. 

Whither will Man's Impiety extend ? 

Oh gracious Heav'nf doft thou withold thy Thunder, 

When. bold AiFaffins take thy Name upon 'era. 

And fwear. they are the Champions of thy Caufe?. 

Enter M o » e s £ s. 

» MONESES. 

Oh Emperor I before whofc awful Throne- 

TV AT- 
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Th* Affli£ied nevei kneel la vain lor Jnilke, 

^Kneeling to TamerraoCw 
Undone, and rtxind, blafted in my Hopes, 
Here let me fall before yonr facred Feet, 
And groan out mj Misfortanes, till your Pityt 
(The laft Support and Refuge that is left me) 
. Shall raife me from the Ground, and bid me lire. 

TAMERLANE. 
Rile, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Wortlr,. 

And tAl how boldly that might bid thee ask. 
Left I ihould make a Merit of my Juflice, 
The common Debt I owe to thee, to AH, 
£v n to the meaneH of Mankind, die Charter 
By which I claim my Crown,, and Heav^n^s Protedion: 
Speak then as to a King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow'r is lodged, for Righteous Ends alone. 

MONESES. 
One only Joy, one Blefling, my fond Heart 
Had fix'd its Wiflies on, and that is loft; 
That Sifter, for whofe Safety my fad Soul 
Endured a thoufand Fears. . ■ ■ > r 

TAMERLANE. 

I well remember. 
When, ere the Battle jom'd, I faw thee firft, 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love, 
Thoatbld'ft a moving Tale of her Misfortune*, 
Such as befpoke my Pity. Is there ought 
I'hou can*ft demand from Friendihip? ask and have it;. 

MONESES. 
Firft, oh ! let me inCreat your Royal Goodnefs. 
Forgive the Folly of a Lover's Caution, 
That forg'd a Tale of Falftiood to deceive yoiK 

Said I, (he wai my Sifter? Ohf *ttifalfe. 

She holds a dearer Intereft in my Soul, 

Such as the clQ{eft.Ti£s of Blood ne'er knew: 
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An Infreft, fuch as Power, Wealth, and Honor 
Cgii't buy, but Love, Love only can beftoiv ; 
She was the Mifbe& of my Voivb, my Bride» 
By Contrail mine; and long ere this the Frieft 
Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Bajaztt ■ . 

TJMERLJNE. 
Ha f Sajaseii f^-^U yeC his Pow*r witbhoidft^ 
The Caflle of all Ay Sorrovirs, all thy Fears, 
E^en Gratitiide for once (hall gain upon him>, 
Spice of kis Savage Temper, to rcAose her. 
This Morn a Soldier brought a Captive Beauty^ 
Sad tho' ihe lleem'd, yet of a Porm mod rare^ 
By mack the nobleft Spoil of ail the Field:. 
Ey n Scipio, or a Vidor yet more cold, 
Might have foi-got his Virtue, at her Sight. 
Struck with a pleafing Wonder, I beheld her^ 
Till by a Slave that waited near her Pcrfon,. 
I learnt ihe was the Captive Sultan's Wife ;. 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous Joy; 
Of gazing long, and &nt her to luer Lord* 

MONESES. 
There was M9nefu loA,^— Too iure my Heartr 
(From the .firH mention of her wond'rous Charms)^ 
^refag'd it cou'd be only my Arpafia. 

TAMERLANE. 
Arpafia ! didft thou fay ? 

MONESES. 

Yes, toy Arpafia I, 

rAMRRLANE. 
Sure I midake, or fain I would miflake thee^ 
I nam'd the Queen of Bajazefy his Wife. 

MONESES. 
His Queen! His Wife! He brings that Holy Title 
Tavaraifii o er the mon&aoos Wrongs he has done me*. 

TAMER'- 



1^4 Tamjerlanit^ 

TJMERLANE. 
Ahisf I fear me, Prince, thy Grieft arcjuft;, 
ThoA art indeed unhappy '■ 

MONE8ES. 

Can you pity me^ . 
And not redreft \ • Oh, Royal Tamerlam ! [• Kneelifi^: 
Thou Succor of the Wretched, reach thy Mercy» 
To fave sne from the Grave^ and from Oblivion^ 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Youth, 
Oh let not Sorrow^ blail me,, left I wither, 
Ai!id i«ilt ill vile Difhonor. Let thy Juftice. 
ReflcHV me my Arpafiu ; giye her back^ 
Back to my Wifties, to my Tranfports give her^ 
To my fond, reftlef^, bleeding, dying Bofom ^ 
Oh' give her to me yet while I have Life 
To Uth thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpafia\ 

TAMERLANE,' 
Unhappy Royal Youth, why doft thou ask 
What Honor muft deny ? Hal Is-fhenot 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy 'd^ 
And wouldft thou have my partial Friendihip breafe 
That Holy Knot, which ty*d once, all Mankind 
Agree to hold Sacred, and Undiffolve^e? 
The Brutal Violence would ftain my Juftice,, 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated NaroeL 
To late Pofterity. 

MONESES. 
Arc then the Vows. 
The Holy Vows we regifter'd in Heav'n,. 
But common Air? 

TAMERLANE. 
Cou'd thy fond Love forget: 
The Violation of a firft Enjoyment ? — — 
But Sorrow has diftorbUand hurt thy Mind.. 

a MONESESk. 
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. MONESES. 
Perhaps it has, and like an idle Madman, 
That wanders with a Train of hooting fio>8y 
I do a thoufand Things to fliame my Reafon. 
Then let me fly» and bear my Follies with me 
Far, far from the World's Sight; Honor and Fame, 
Arms, and the glorious War ihall be forgotten : 
No noble Sound of Greatnefs, or Ambition, 
Shall wake my drowzy Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the laA Trump do fummon. 

TAMERLANE. 

Let thy Virtue 
Stand up and anfwer to thefe warring Faffions, 
That vex thy manly Temper. From the Moment 
When firft X faw thee, fomething wondrous noble 
Shone thro* thy Form, and won loy Friendfhip for thei^ 
Without the tedious form of long Acquaintance; 
Nor will I lofe thee poorly for a Woman. 
Com^^lroop nb more, thou ihalt with me purfue 
True Gceatnefs, til! we rife to Immortality; 
Thou (halt forget thefe lefTer Cares, Monefes, 
Thou fhalt, and help me to reform the World. 

• . MONESES. 
So the good Genius warns his mortal Charge, 
'To fly the evil Fate, that ftill purfnes him. 
Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tan^lam^ 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to mte: 
But oh I too deep the wounding Grief is fixt 
For any Hand to heal. 

TAMERLANE, 
This dull Defpair 
' Is the Soul's Lazinefs: Roufe to the Combat, 
* And (hou art fure to conquer. War fliall ^|^ore thee; 
The Soul of Arms ihall wake thy martial Ardor, 

And cure this amorous Sicknefs oT thy Soul, 

Begam 
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Begun by Sloth, aad nars'd by too.much EaTej 
The idle God of Love fupinel)' dreama, 
Amidft inglorious Shadea, and purling Strcami; 
' In rofy Fetters, and fantaftic Chains, 
He binds deluded Maids and Ample Swaio), 
With foft Enjoyment!, wooes 'em to forget 
The hardy foiig, and Labors of die Grcatt 
But if the warlike Tnimpeti loud Alarmit 
To virtuous Adi excite, and manly Armit 
The Coward Boy avowi hii abje£t Feu, 
On lilken wing* fublime he cuti the Air, 
Scu'd at the noble Noile, andThuiiderf^dieWaT. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Bajazst*/ 7V»/. 
Bmtr Halt, imd tbtJitiLyiit. 

HJLr. 

To *fi»pe widi Life from an Attempt Uke this. 
Demands my Wonder jnfUj. 

DERFISE. 

Trne^ it mayj 
Bot 'tis a Principle of his new Faith ; 
rris what his Chriftian Favorites have infpir'dy 
Whofondly make a Merit of Foigivencfe, 
And give their Foes a fecond Oppoitunity, 
If the fa^ Blow ihould mifs:-*-Failing to ferve 
The Sttttaa to my Wifh, and ev'n defpairing 
Of foither means^ t'effed his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriv'd my Hopes. 

HALY. 
The Prophet, and our Mailer will reward 
Thy Zeal in their behalf: but fpeak thy Pm^rc. 

DERFISE. 
Juft entVbg here I met the Tartar General, 
Fierce Omar, 

HALT. 
He commands (if I miilake not) 
This Quarter of ^e Army, and our Guards, 

DERFISE. 
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DERFISE. 
The fame; by his ftern Afpcft, and the Fir^s 
'That kindled in his Eyes, I gaefs'd the Tumult 
Some Wrong had rais'd in his tempeftuous Soul; 
A ^riendlhip 6^ old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 
To ask of his Concerns; In fhort I learii'd. 
That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Daughter, 
He had begg'd her, as a Captive of the War, 
From Tamerlane; but meeting with. Denial 
Of what he thought his Services might claim. 
Loudly he dorms* and curfes the Italian^ 
As caufe of this Affront : I join'd his Rage^ 
And added to his Injuries the Wrongs 
Our Prophet daily meets from this AxaUa. 
But fee, he comes. Improve what I (hall tell. 

And all we wiih is ours. 

\Tbt^ fern to talk tog$tber afidt* 

Enter Omar. 

OMAR. 

No—— if I forgive i^ 

Difhonor blaft my Name; was it for this 

That I dire^ed his firft Steps to Greatnefs I 

T^Hsht him to climb, and made hini what he isT 

When our Great Cam firft bent his Eyes towards him»^ 

(Then pfettv Prince of Parthia) and by me 

Perfuaded^ rajsM him to his Daughter's Bcdj 

Call'd him his Son;i and Succeflbr of Empire: 

Was it for this, that like a Rock I flood. 

And ilemm*d the Torrent of our Tartar Lords,. 

Who fcc»n'd his upftart Sway ? Wheiv OA^x 

In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Piovincea 

To (Jwn his Caufe, I, like his better Angel, 

Stood by his fcaking Throne, and fixt it fail j 

And am I now fo loft to Us Retoembrance 

That 
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That when I ask a Captive, he (hall tell me, ^ 
She is JxalU^ Right* his Chriftian Mii^ioii? 

DERVISE, 
Allow-flne, valiant Omar^ to demand. 
Since injar'd thus, why right you not yoxa((X£} 
The Prize you ask is. in your Power. 

OMAR. 

It IS, 

And I will fcize it in dcfpite of TamerUme, 
And that ItoRait Dog. 

HJLr. 

What need of Force, 
When cv'iy thing concurs to meet your Wiflies? 
Our mighty Maftcr would not wifli a Son 
Nobler than Otnar-, from a Father^s Hand 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tameriam 
Has to your Worth deny'd. 

OMAR. 

Now by my Arras, 

It win be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that fhall reftore his Liberty, 
His Crown? and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
Upon his greatcft Foe ? 

HAL r. 

All he can 'ask. 
And far beyond his Wiflu Ifnimpetj. 

OMAR. 

Thefe Trumpets fpeak 

The Emperor'^ App«t)ach j he comes once mow. 

To offer Terms ofPeace;. retire— within 

I wiU know farther,-4ie grows deadly to mej 

And curfe ^e. Prophet, if I not repay 

HiaH«te, with ReiributioafuU as mortal., \£xmHt. 

... Siini 
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Scene drawsy difcovers A r> a s 1 a h/ing on 

a Couch. 

A S O N G to Sleep. B7 a Lady« 

TO Theey oh ! gentle Sleep, alon§ 
Is owing all our Peace, ^ 

By Thee our Joys are heighten dfieivm^ 
By Thee our Sorrtfiws ceafe. 

TbeNymfh, m^^hofo Hamdy if Fraud or Fmti^ w 

Some yrant has ff^Jjefid, 
By 'fhee, ohtatuing a Divon^f 

In her own Choice is blejsd. 

Oh! fay I Arpafia bids theefcy^ 

'Ihe Jadty iveepwg Fair 
Conjures Thee, not to hfe in Day 

The Obje& of her Care: 

To grajp <whoJe pleafing Form fie fought 

'i hat Motion chcud her Sleep 
Thus by ourJel<ves, cere oftneft *wroughe 

The Griejs, for *which *we *weef, 

ART AS I jl. 
Ok! Death f tkou gentle End of human Sorrows, 
Still muit my weary Eye -lids vainly wake 
In tedious £xpedation of thy Peace : 
Why ftand thy thoufand thoufand Doors ftill open. 
To take the Wretched in? if ftern Religion 
Guards ev*ry PaiTage, and forbids my Entrance? ■■ 
Luifece could bleed and J^oda fwallow Fire, 

Wh^ft urg'd with Griefs bc>ond a mortal SaflPrance; 
" * But 
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at here it snaft not be. Think then, Arfajla^ 
Think on the facred Dilates of thy Fajth« * 

And let that arm th/Virtney to perform 
What Cato*z Daughter durft not,— — -Live Jrpajta^ 
And dare to-be unhappy. 

-JEs/^TAMEKLAKBy md Attendants. 

TAMERLANE, 
When Fortune fmiles upon the Soldier's Arms, 
And adds eVn Beauty to adorn his Conquefl, 
Yet ihe ordains, the Fair ihould know no Fears, 
No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes ; 
Bat fliottld be us'd ev*n nobly, as herfelf. 
The Qfteen and Goddefs of the Warrior*s Vows — « 
Such welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultanefs, 
We hope you have receiv*d; it ihall be larger. 
And better as it may. * 

ARPASIA. 
Since I have borne 
That Hiiferable Mark of fatal Greatnefs^ 
I have forgot all DifTrence of Conditions, 
Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the bell Change my Fate can bring is Death. 

TAMERLANE. 
When Sorrow dwells in fuch an Angel Form 
Well may we guefs, that thofe above are Mourners; 
Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence 
SufFe^ fome wond'rous Violation here. 
To make the Saints look .fad. Oh teach my Pow^r 
To cure thofc Ills which you unjuftly fuffer. 
Left Heav'n (hould wreft it from my idle Hand, 
If I look on. and fee you weep in vain« 

ARPASIA. 
Kot that my Soul ditdaiBsthe gen'rous Aid 

Tk^ Jloyal Goodacfs proffers; but oh I £mperor. 
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It is not in my Fate to be made Happy : 
ATor will I liften to the Cos'ncr, Hope; 
But ftand refolv'd to bear the beating Storm, 
That roars around me; fafe in this alone. 
That I am not Immortal— Tho' 'tis hard, 
*Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee 
( Dear Native Gr^/f^i and you, ye weeping Maidsj 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth : 
My noble Parents! oh ! the Grief of Heart! 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
» Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow : 
And yet there is a Woe furpaffing all ; - 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conftancy, 
If you expeft I ihall endure it long. 

TAMERLANE. 
Why is my Pity all that I can give. 
To Tears like yours f and yet I fear 'tis all; 
Nor dare I ask, what mighty Lofs you mourn. 
Left Honor ihould forbid to give iC back. 

ARPASIA. 
No, Tamerlant^ nor did I mean thou ffwuldft. 
But know (tho* the Wcaknefs of my Sex 
I yield thefe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think I am born 2i Greek, nor doubt my Virtue: 
A Greek ! from whofe fam'd Anccftors of* old, 
Rome drew the Patterns of* her boafted Heroes : 
They mull be mighty Evils that can vanquifh 
A Spat tan Courage, and a^ Chriftian Faith. 

Enter B a j A z E T. 

BAJAZEf. ' 

To know no Thought of Reft I to have the Mind 
Still miniftring frefh Plagues! as in a Circle, 
Where one DUhonor tieadt vyoa ^aocher^ 

What 
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What know the Fiends beyond it?—-* Haf by Hellf 

[^Seeing Arp. ^fid Taim 
There wanted only tliis to make me mad. 
Comes be to triumph here ? to rob my Lovef 
And violate the laft Retreat of Happinefs^ 

TJM£RLJNE. 
6at that I read upon thy frowning Brow, 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Bread i 
Once more (in pity to the fufF ring World) 
1 meant to offer Peace, — — 

BAJAZ£r. 

And mean'fl thoo too 
To treat it with ow Emprefs ? and to barter 
The Spoils, which Fortune gave.thee, for her Favors? 

. JRPJSIJ, 

What woti'd the Tyrant ? [JM, 

BAJAZET, 
Seek'ft thou thus our Friendlhip? 
Is this the Royal Ufage, thou didft boaft \ 

TAMERLANE. 
The boiling Paffion that difturbs thy Soul, 
Spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpofe dark-*- 
Um-iddle what- thy myitic Fury aims at. 

• BAJAZEr. 

Is it a RiddJe ; Read it there explain d, 

Theie in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet^ 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Ragef 
The Peafant Hind, begot and bom to Slav 'ry. 
Yet dares affert a Husband's facred Right, 
And guard his homely Coodi from Violation : 
And (hall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 
Without complaining? 

TJMERIANE. 

If I coxild have wrong'd thee. 
If confcioas Virtue, an* afl j adging Hcav'n 
Voju. I. K Stood 
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Stood not bet>veen, to bar ungovern'd Appetite, 
What hinder'd, but in fpite of thee, my Captive, 
1 might have us'd a Victor's boundlefs Pow'r, 
And fated ev'ry Wifti my Soul could form ? 
But to fecure thy Fears, know, Bajazets 
This is among the Things I dare not do. 

HAJAZET, . 
By Hell! 'tis falfe; elfe, wherefore art thou prefent? • 
What canrft thou for, but to undo my Honor? , ^ 
I found thee holding amorous Parly with her. 
Gazing and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 
And bargaining for Pleafures yet to come; i 

My Life, I know, is the devoted Price; 
But take it, I am weary of the Pain. 

TAMERLANE, 
Yet ere thou rafhly urge my Rage too far, 
I warn thee to take heed : I am a Man, v - 

And have the Frailties common td Man*s Nature; 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 
And may be blown up to fo fierce a Blaze, 
As Wifdom cannot rule. Know, thou hail touch'd mc 
Ev'n in the niceft. tendVeft Part, my Honor. 
MyHonor! which, like PoWr, difdains being queftion'd; 
Thy Breath has blafted my fair Virtue's Fame, 
And marked me for a Villain," and a Tyrant. 

ARPASIA, 
And ftand I here an idle Looker-on, 
To fee my Innocence murdered and mangled 
By barbarous Hands, nor can revenge the Wrong ? ^ 
Art thou a Man, and dar'ft thou uft me thus ? 

\To Bajazet. 
Haft thou not torn me from my Native Country I | 

From the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends? 
From my Soul's Peace, and from my injured Love? 
Haft thou not roin'd, blotted me for ever. 

And 
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And driven me to the briDk of black Defpair; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add 
A Wound more deep, to iaUy my white Name* 
My Virtue ? « 

BAJAZET. 

Yes, tbou haft thy Sex's Virtues, 
Their Affcaation, Pride, Ill-nature, Noifc, 
Pronenefs to change, ev'n fi^om the Joy that pleas'd 'ear. 
So gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, 
That for another Love you would forego 
An Angel's Form, to mingle with a Devil's; 
Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wand^ ^ 
Till ev Ji your large Experience takes in all 
The different Nations of the peopled Earth. 

ARPASIA. 

Why fought'ft thou not from thy own Impious Tribe 
A Wife, like one of thefe? for fuch thy Race 
(If human Nature brings forth fuch} afibrds, 
Greece, for chafte Virgins f am*d, and pious Matrons, 
Teems not with Monfters, like your lurkijh Wivcs^ 
Whom guardian Eunuchs, haggard and deform'd. 
Whom, Walls and Bars make honeft by Conftraint, 
Know, I detefl, like Hell, the Crime thou mention'lt: 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 
But that my Soul, confcious of whence it.fprung, 
Sits unpolluted in its facred Temple, 
And fcorns 10 mingle with a Thought (b mean. 

TAMERLANE. 
Oh Pity ! that a Greatnefs fo divine 
Should meet a Pate fo wretched, fo unequal. . 
Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts thee; 

. [^i^Bajazet. 
With open-handed Bounty Heav'n purfiies thee. 
And bids thee (undeferving as thou' art. 
And mondrous in thy Crimes) be happy 3ect: 

K 2 wh:ift 
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WhilH thou, in Fury; doft arert the Bleffings, 
And art an evil Genias to tkyfelf. 

No-— Thou ! thou art my greateft Carfe on Earth, 
Thou, who hail robb'd me of my Crown and Glory* 
And now purfu'ft me to the Verge of Life, 
To fpoil me of my Honor. Thou ! thou Hypocrite f 
That wear'ft a Pageant outiide Shew of Virtue, 
To cover the hot Thoughts that glow wi^in. 
Thou rank Adulterer! 

TJMERLJNE. 
Ohf that thou wert 

The Lord of all thofe Thoufands, that lie brcathlefi 

On yonder Field of Blood : That I again 

Might hunt thee in^ the Face of Death and Danger, 

Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee» 

Vanquifti'd and ffnking underneath my Arm, 

To own thou haft traduc'd me like a Villain. 

BAJAZET. 
Hal does it gall thee, Tartar? By Revenge, 
It joys me much, to find thou feeFft my Fury. 
Yes ! I will echo to thee, thou Adulterer ! 
Thou doft profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
And like a Ruffian Bravo cam'ft with Force 
To violatQ the Holy marriage- Bed. 

TAMERLANE. 
We»t thou not (bdt€P d by thy abjeft State, 
The Captive of my SworJ, by my juft Anger f 
My Breath, like Thunder, Ihould confound thy Pride, 
And doom the© dead» this Inftant, with a Word. 

BAJAZBT. 
Tis falfe \ my Fate's above thee, and thou dar'ft not. 

TAMERLANE. 
Ha? dare not? Thou baft tai^d my pond'rous Rage, 
And now it falla to cmfli thee at a Bkm. 
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A Guard there.— -*Seke and drag him to his Fate. 

[•Enter MGuardy tkiyfisKi Bajazet. 
Tyrant, Til do a double Joitice on thee. 
At o;ice revenge Aiyifelf and all Maaknid. 

BAJAZET, 
Well doft thou, ere thy Videnoe and Left 
Invade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and iin fecurely. 

TAMERLANE. 
Away ! ^ n - ■ 

ARP]ASIA, kmeling. 
■ Oh ftay f I charge thee» by Renown ; 

By that bright Glory, thy great Sdnl pnrfnes { 

Call back the Doofli of Death. 

TAMERLANE. 

Fair injur'd Excellence, 

Why doft thou kneel, and walle fnch precious PrayVs» 

(As night ev'n bribe Ae Saints to partial Juftice) 

For one to GoodneTs loft? who iirft nndid thee. 

Who ftill purfues, and aggravates the Wrong, 

BAJAZET. 
By A/ha ! no— I will not wear a. Life 
Bought with fuch vile Diihoirar. — Death fhall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou TraitVefs ! 

ARPASIA, 
No matter, tho' the whittling Winds grow loud. 
And the rude Tempeft ]>oars, His idle Rage; 
Oh ! mark it not. fint let thy fteady Virtue 
Be (^onftant to its Temper; fave his Life, 
And fave Arpafia from the Sport of TaSken. 
ThiiJc, how the.bttfy, medling World ihall tofs 
Thy mighty Name about, in fcurril Mirth ; 
Shall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Deiign, 
And make (bch monftrons Legends of our Lives, 
As late Pofterity (hall blofli in reading. 

"^ K 3 TA' 
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TJMERLJNE. 
Oh matchlefs Virtue! Yes, 1 will obey; 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, 
I will porfue the (hining Path thou tread'ft. 
Sultan, be fave, Reafon refumes her Empire, 
And I am cool again. — [7"^ Guards rehafe Bajaeet. 

Here break we off. 
Left farther. Speech (hould miniller new Rage^ 
Wifely from dangerous Paffions I retreat. 
To keep a Conqueft, which was hard to get: 
And oh ! 'tis time I ihou'd for Flight prepare, 
A War more fatal feems to threaten there. 
And all my Rebel-blood affifts the Fair: ' 
One Moment more, and I too late (hall find. 
That Love's the ftrongeft Pow*r that lords it o'er the 
Mind. [Exit Tam. follow" d by the Guards- 

BAJJZET. 

To what new Shame, what Plague* am I refcrv'd? 
Why did my Stars refufe rae to die warm I • 
While yet my Regal State flood animpeach'd. 
Nor knew the Curfe of haWng one above me; 
Then too (altho' by Force I grafp'd the Joy) 
My Love was fafe, tior felt the Rack of I>oabt: 
Why haft thou forc'd this nanfeous Life upon me \ 
Is it to triumph o'er me f— But I will, 
J will be free, I will forget thee all; 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death fhali expunge at once, and eafe my SouL 
Prophet, take notice, I difclaim thy Paradiie, 
Thy fragrant Bow'rs, and everlafting Shades, 
Thou haft plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are 
tainted. ' [Exit Bajazet^ 

JRPASIA. 

A little longer yet, be ftrong, my Heact, 
A little longer let the bufy Spirit* . 

f Keep 



. Tamerlake. 199 

Keep on their chearful Roand. ■ ■ It wo'not be^ 

Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 

Succeeding one another in their Courfe, 

Like dro'ps of eating Water on the Marble, 

At length have worn my boafted Courage down : 

I will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 

And give a loofe to Tears, and to Impatience ; 

Death is at laft my Due, and I will have it. ■■ 

And fee the poor Monefes comes to take 

Oste fad Adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter M n b s B s. 

MONESES. 
Already am I onward of my way; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 
At diftance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy. 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav'n look dim ; 
*Tis the laft Office they (hall ever do me, 
To vievy thee once, and then to clofe and die.* 

JRPASIJ, • 
Alasf How happy have we been, Monefes? 
Ye gentle Days, that once were ours j what Joys 
Did tviry chearful Morning bring along? 
No Fears, no Jeajoufies, no angry Parents, 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd : 
But Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to blefs us. 
Made us a Blefling too to all befides. 

MONESES, 
Oh f caft not thy Remembrance back, Arpafia, 
*Tis Grief unutterable, 'tis Diftradtion ! 
But let this laft oP Hours be peaceful Sorrow; 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateft Vows i 
Be witnefs all ye Saints, thou Heav'n and Nati>re, 
Be witQcfs of my Trutlj, for you have known it; 
Be witnefs, that I never knew a Pleafure, 
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In all the World could offer; like Jrpajsa'p 

Be.witnefs, that I liv'd but in Arfafiai 

And oh! be witnefs^ that her Lois has kilPd me. 

JRPASIJ, 
While thou art /peaking, Life begins to fail, 
y\ncl every tender Accent chills like Death. 
Oh! let nie halle then yet, ere Day declines. 
And the long Night prevail, once more to tell thee 
What, and how dear Monefes has been to me. 
What has he not been ?— All the Names of Love, 
Brothers, or Fathers, Husbands, all are poor; 
Monejes is vci^{fM^ in my fond Heart, 
£v'n in my vital Blood he lives and reigns; 
The laft dear Objed of my parting Soul 
Will be Mom/cf, the lad Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaft, Oiall iigh MoMjeu 

MONESES. 

It is enough! Now to thy Reil, my Soul, 
The World and thou have made an end at once* ' 

'JRPJSIJ. 

Fain would I Hill detain thee, hx>ld thee fiilh 
Nor Honor can forbid, that we together 
Should iliare the poor few Minutes that remain; 
1 fwear, methinks this fad Society 
Has fomewhat pleaiing in it. — Death's dark Shades 
Seem, as we journey on, to lofe their Horror: 
At near approach the MonHers formed by Fear 
Are vaniih'd aD, and leave theProfpeft clear ; 
Amidft the gloomy Vale, a pleaiing Scene 
With Flow'rs adornM, and never .fading Green, I 
Inviting ilands to take the Wretched in. , X 

No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Defpair, -j 
Difturb the Quiet of a Place fo fair, C 

B^t injured Lovers find Eiyfium there. [Exewn^ 3 

Eut€r 
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Enter Bajazrt^ Omar, Halt, tftt//i&^ Dervisb. 

BAJJZET. 
Now by the glorious Tomb that fhrines our Propliet» 
By M4cca\ facred l^emple ! here I fwear ! 
Our Daughter is thy Bride j and to that Gift 
Such Wealth, fuch Pow>, Tuch Honors will I add. 
That Monarchs (hall with Envy view thy State, 
And own, 1 hou art a Dcmigcd to them. 
Thou haft giv'n me what I wiih'd, Pow'r of Revenge, 
And when a King rewards^ 'tis ample Retribution. 

OMAR. 
Twelve Taftar Lords/ each potent in his Tribe, 
Have fwornto own myCaufc, and draw their Thoufandt 
To-morro\^, from th' ungrateful Parthian"^ ^^e^ 
The Day declining feems to yield to Night, 
Ere little more than half her Courfe be endedf 
In an aufpicious Hour prepare for Flight; 
The Leaders of the Troops thro* which we pafs,. 
Raised by my Pow'r, devoted to mf Service, 
Shall make our Pai&ge fecret, and fecure. 

DE4tVlSE 
Already, mighty Sultan, art thou fafe. 

Since by yon palling Torches Light, I guefs 

To his Pavilion Tamerlane retires. 

Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 

All, who remain within thefe Tents, are thine^ 

And hail thee as their Lord, 

Ha, ^Italian Prince, 

With fad Mone/esj are not yet gone forth. 

BAJAZJT. 
Ha! with our CJueen and Daughter? 

OMAR. 

They are ours ^ 
I marked the Slaves, who waited on Axal/a-, 

K 5 . . • They 
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They, w)ien the Emperor paft out, prell on, 
And mingled ^ith the Crowd, nor mifs'd their Lori: 
He is your Pris ner. Sir ; I go this Moment, 
To {eize, and bring him, to receive his Doom. 

{.Exi^ Omar> 

RjyJZET. 
Hade, Hafyy follow, and fecure the Greek i 
Him too I wi(h. to keep within my Pow'r. [Exit Haly» 

DERVISE. 
limy dread Lord permit his Slave ta fpeak, 
I would advife to (pare Axallas Life, 
Till we are fafe beyond the Parthian^ Pow r: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to aflift your Flighty. 
It might import you much. 

RAJAZET. 

Thoacounfeirilwell;; 
And thd' I hate him,, for' he is a Chriflian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Yet to'fecure my Liberty, and Vengeance,, 
I wifti. he now \vefe ours. 

DERFISE. 

AuS fee they come T 

Fortune repents,. again fhe courts your Side> 
And, with this firft fair Offering of Succefs, 
She wooes you to forget her Crime of Yefterday, 

Entef' Omar 'with A x a l.l a Frifoner^ S>E l i m.a. 

follo^wing ^weeping, 

AXJLLA, 
I wo'not call thee- Villain, 'tis a Name 
Too holy for thy Crime ; to break thy Faith,. 
And turn a Rebel to fo good a Mafter, 
It an Ingratitude unmatched on Earthi; 

The 
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The firft revolting Angel's Pride coa'd only 
Do more than thou hail done. Thoa copy'ft well* 
Aad keep'ft the black Original in view. 

OMJR. 

Do, rage, and vainly call 'upon thy Matter, 
To fave his Minion; my Revenge has caught thee, 
And I will make thee curfe that fond Prefumption, 
That fet thee on, to rival me in ought. 

BAJJZET. 

Chriftian, I hold thy Fate at my Difpofal. 
One only way remains to Mercy open. 
Be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 
And thou art fafe, thy other Choice is Death. 

OMAR. . 

What means the Sultan } 

DERVISE. 

I conjure you, hold ■ 

Your Rival is devoted to Deftruftion, \^Jfidi to Omar. 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate 
But for our common Safety — Liften farther. \Whifpers* 

AXJLLA- 
Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make ; 

Since, next to Heav'n, my Mafter and my Friend 
Has IntVeft in my Life, and ftill fhall claim it. 

BAJAZET, 
. Then take thy Wilh Call in our Mutes. 

SELIMA. 

My Father,. 
If yet you have not fworn to caft me off, 

And turn me out to wander in Misfortune; 
If yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 
If yet my Duty and my Love oiFend not. 
Oh f call your Sentence back, and fave Axalla, 

BAJAZET. 
Rife Selima; the Slave deferves to die. 

Who 
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Wha'durfl^ with fulfen Pride, refufc my Mercy: 
Yet, for thy fake, once more I offer Lik. 

SELIMJ. 
Some Angel wkifper to my anxious Soul 

What I fhali do t» fave him. ^Ohl Jjcallat 

Is it fo eafy to thee, taforfake me^ 

Canft thou refolve, with all tKis cold IndiiF'rence,. 

Never to fee me more.^ To leave me here 

The miferable Mourner of thy Fate, 

Condemned to wafle try Widow 'd Virgin Youth, 

My tedious Days and Nights m lonely Weeping,. 

And never know the Voice of Comfort more ? 

AX ALL J. 
Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaft j 
Thou fay'fl, I am indiiFerent, and cold. 
Oh ! is it poffible, my Eyes ihould tell 
So little of the fighting Storm within I 
Oh \ turn- thee from me, fave me from, thy Beauties^ 
Falihood and Ruin all look lovely there; 
Oh f let my laboring Soul yet ftruggle thro' -~— 
2 will — I would refolve to die, and leave thee. 

BAJAZET. 

Then let Kim die. He trifles with my Favor j 

I have coo long attended his Refolves. 

SELIMA 
Oh / flay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; 

{To Bajazet. 
A Minute is a little Space in Life : 
There is a kind Consenting i« his Eyea;^ 
And I fhall win him to your Royal Will. 

Oh ! my Axalla ! feem but to confent 

[To Axalla afiie. 
Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing? 
I iind» I am not worth thy leail of Cares. 

AXALLA. 
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AXJLLJ, 
Ohf labor not toliang Difhonor on me: 
t cauld bear Sicknefs, Pain and Poverty, 
Thofe mortal Evils worfe than Death, for thee» 
But this — It has the Force of Fate againfl us. 
And cannot be. 

S ELI MA. 
Sec, fee. Sir, he relents, \To BajazeU 
Already he inclines to own your Caufe : 
A little longer, and he is all yours*. 

BAJJZET. 
Then mark how far a Farther 's Fondnefs yields : 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits. 
And give him up till then to thy Perfuafion. 
Jf by that time he meets my Will, he lives; 
If not, thyfelf ihalt own, he dies with Jaflice* 

AXALLA 
'Ti&'but to lengthen Life upon the Rack. 
I am refolv'd already. 

SELIMA. 
Oh! beiliU, 
Nor raihly urge a R oin on us both*; 
'Tis bat a Moment more I have to fave thee. 
Be kind, aufpicious A/haf to my Pray'r ; - 
More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear ; 
Negled Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 

[Ejceunt Axalla aiui Selio^ar; 

BAyAZET. 
Mone/es! Is that Dog fecur'd? 

OMAR. 

He is. 

BAJAZET. 
*Tis well — My Soul perceives returning Greatneis^ 
As Nature feels the Spring. Lightly fhe bounds, 

And 
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And (hakes Dilhonor, lilce a Burden from htr. 
Once more imperial, awful and herfelf. 
So when of oM, y»vt ftom the Titant fled, "1 

Jwmsh'a rude front his radiant Face bely'd, 1- 

And all the Majefly of Heav'n lay hid. J 

At length by Fate to Pow'r Divine rellor'd, 1 

His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, J. 
The God grew teinble again, and was again adord, J 
[Exeunt. 



w ^™ ■ 



4 






Tameruane. 207 



VT • V W^itpWW V 'IF •' *W 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

BAJAZETs TENt, 

Enter A R p a s i A. 

ARPASIJ. 

SURE 'tis a Horror more than Darknefs brings^ 
That fits upon the Night: Fate is abroad. 
Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air^ 
And fcatters Ruin, Death, and wild DiHra^ion^ 
O'^er all the wretched Race of Man below : 
Not long ago, a Troop of ghaftly Slaves 
KufhM in and forc'd Monefes from my Sight;. 
I>eath hung fo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That fcarccly could he fay — FarenjueU^or e*ver* 
And yet mediinks, fon?e gentle Spirit whifpers^ 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpafia^ figh no more. 
And fee. the King of Terrors is at hand» 
His Minifter appears. . 

Enter B a i a z E T and H A L y. 

BAJA'ZET. [afii/etoUaly.} 

The reft 1 leave 

To thy difpatch. For oh ! my faithful Ha/j,. 

Another Care has taken up thy Matter; 

Spite of the high -wrought Tempeft in my Soul, 

Spite of the Pangs, which Jealoufy has coft me ; 

This haughty Woman reigns within my Breaft: 

In 
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In vain I ftrivc to put her from my Thoughts^ 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge : 
Still fhe comes back like a retiring Tide, 
That E^s awhile, bat iirait returns agaia» 
And fwells above the Beach. 

HALT. 

Why wears my Lord 
An anxious Thought for what his PowV commands I 
When in an happy Hour, you fhall ere long 
Have borne the Emprefs, from amidd your Foes, 
She mufl be yours, be only, and all yours. 

BAJAZET. 
On that depends my Fear. Yes, I mull have her ; 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her; 
But fuch is the Condition of our flight. 
That (hould (he not confent, 'twould hazard dl. 
To bear her hence by Force; Thus I refolve then; 
By Threats and Pray'rs, by cv'^ty way to move her ; 
l^ all prevail not, Force is left, atlall; 
And I will fet Life, Empire on the Venture, 
To keep her mine-'— Be near to wait my Will. 

[Exit Haly. 
When laft we parted 'twas on angry Terms, 
Let the Remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage is but a hafty Flame^ 
That blazes out, when Love too fiercely burns* 

JRPASIA, 
For thee to wrong me, and for me to fuffcr> 
Is the hard Leifon that my Soul has learnt; 
And now I ftand prepared for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leifure to dillinguifti, 
If Love. or Jealouiy commit the Violence? 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
Confirming me a Wretch, and thee a Tyrant. 

BJJJZET^ 



Tamerlane. 209 

BJJAZET. 
Still to deform thy gentle Brow wkh Frowns! 
And itill to be pervcrCe! It is a Manner 
Abhorrent from the Softnefs of thy Sex : 
Women, like Summer Storms, awhile arc cloudy, 
Burft out in Thunder, and impetuous ShowVs ; 
But firait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad» 
And all the fair Horizon is ferene. 

JRPJSIJ. 
Then to retrieve the Honor of my Sex, 
Here I difclaim that Changling and Inconflancy^ 
To Thee I will be ever, as 1 am. 

BAJJZET. 
Thou fiiy'ft, I am a Tyrant 1 thbk fo ftill. 
And let it warn thy Prudence to lay hold 
On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee now : 
Souls formed like mine, brook being fcorn'd bat ill & 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my Patience, 
It is a fhort-liv'S Virtue. 

ARPJSIJ. 
Turn thy Eyes 
Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian^ 
Thou that haft violated all Refpefls 
Due to my Sex, and Honor of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviflier [ that haft undone me, 
Ruin'd my Love ! Can I have Peace with thee? 
Jmpoflible ! ^rft Hcav'n and Hell (hall join. 
They only differ more. 

BJJAZET. 

I fee, "'tis vain. 
To court thy ftubborn Temper ^ith Endearments. 
Refolve this Moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet's holy Law ! thou dy'ft. 

ARPASIA. 
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jtRPASIA. 
And dofl thou think to fright me with that Fantom/ 
Death? 'Tis the greateft Mercy thou canft give; 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 
One Day fcarce paffing by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long ufe, have learn'd to fcorn it; 
Know, I difdain to aid thy treacherous purpofe. 
And fhouIdA thou dare to force me, with my Criot 
I will pall Heav'n and Earth to my Afliilance. 

BAJAZAT, 
Confttfionf doft thou brave me? But my Wrath 
Shall find a Paflage to thy fwelling Heart, 
And rack thee worfe, than all the Pains of Death* 
That Grecian Dog, the Minion of thy Wifhes, 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher 'd in thy Sight; 
Thou (halt behold him, when his Fangs are terrible. 
Then, when he flares, and gafps, and^fbuggles ibongly* 
Ev'n in the bittereft Agony of dying; • 
Till thou (halt rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, 
And curfe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance* 

ARPASIA. 
Oh I fatal Image! All my Pow'rs give way^ 
And Refolution £ckens at the Thought; 
A Flood of Pailion rifes in my Breaft, 
And labors fiercely upward to my Eyes. 
Come all ye great Examples of my Sex, 
Chafte Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons: 
Ye holy Martyrs, who with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conftancy unihaken, have fuftain'd 
The Rage of cruel Men, and fiery Perfepution; 
Com6 to my Aid, and* teach me to defy 
The Malice of this Fiend. I feel, I feel 
Your facred Spirit arm me to Refinance. 
Yes, Tyrant, I will ftand this Shock of Fate ; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment : 

Thca 
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Then die well pleased, and follow my Monefes, 

BAJAZEr. 

Thiu talk'ft it well : But talking is thy Privilege^ 
'Tis all the boalled Courage of thy Scxj* 
Tho', for thy Soul, thou dar'ft not meet the Danger. 

ARPJSIA. 

By all my Hopes of Happinefs ! I dare 

My Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n;. 
Charm'd with the Joys and Beauties of that Place, 
Her Thoughts, and all her Cares ftie fixes there, 
And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below : 
Thus Stars (hine bright, and keep their Place above> 
Tho* iliffling Winds deform this lower World. 

BAJAZET. 
This Moment is the Trial. 

ARPASIJ. 

Let it come ; 
This Moment then fhall fliew I am a Greek, 
And fpeak my Country's Courage in my fuiFVing. 

BAJAZET. 
Here, Mercy , I difclaim thee. Mark me, TraitVefsf 
My Love prepares a Vidlim to thy Pride, 
And when it greets thee next, 'twilji be in Blood. 

/ [Exit Bajazet. 

ARlhdSI'A. 
My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
Ride fwiftly thro* their purple Channels round: 
*Tis the laft blaze of Life : Nature revives 
Like a dim winking Lamp, that flafhes brightly 
With parting Light, and ftrait is dark for ever. 
And fee my lail of Sorrows is at hand : 
Oeath and Monefes come together to me; 
As if my Stars, that had fo long been cruel. 
Grew kind at lad, and gave me all I wifh. 

Enter 
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Enter M o N E s E s, guarded by fome Mutes ; others 
attending imth a Cup ofPoifon and a Bow -firing], 

MONESES. 
I charge ye, O ye Minifters of Fate, 
Be fwift to execute your Matter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpafia\ let me tell her^ 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He hids me go. 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy fhoots thro' 
My drooping Breaft, as often when the Trumpet 
Has caird my Youthful Ardor forth to Battle; 
High in my Hopes, and ravifht with the Sound. 
I have rufh'd eager on amidft the foremoft, 
To purchafc Vjftory, or glorious Death. 

ARPJSIA, 
If it be Happinefs, alas f to die. 
To lie forgotten in the filent Grave, 
To Love and Glory loft, and from anu) ng 
The great Creator's Works expunged and blotted, 
I'hen very ihordy Ihall we both be happy. 

MONESES. 
There is no room for Doubt, 'tis certain Blifs j 
The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Lofs, 
Already feem more Light nor has my Soul 
One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance. 
To make me dread the Juftice of Hereafter ; 
But (landing now on the laft Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaft Abyfs, Eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 

JRPJSIA. 

By all the Truth of our paft Lives I vow I 

To die appears a very nothing to nie : 

But oh f Mone/es, fhould I not allow 

Somewhat to Love, and to my Sex's Tendernefs ! 

This very Now, I could put oiF my. Being, 

Without 
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Without a Groan ; but to behold thee die — 
Nature (brinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
Nor can my Conftancy fuflain this Blow. 

MONESES, 
Since thou art arm'd for ali things, after Death, 
Why (hould the Pomp and Preparation of it 
Be fiigjitful to thy Eyes ? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sicknefs brings, the leail Piforder, 
•That vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
Is full as grievous . All that the Mind feels 
Is much, much more.— And fee, I go to proveit. • 

Efiter a Mute ; hefigns to the nfl, <who proffer a Bomj* 

firing to MoNESES. 

ARPASIA. 
Think ere we part f 

MOI^ESES. 
Of What \ 

JRPASIA. 

Of fomething foft. 
Tender, and kind, of fomething wond'rous fad. 
Oh ' my full Soul \ 

MONESES. 
My Tongue is at a lofs. 
Thoughts crowd fo fatt, thy Name is all I've left, 
Mykindeft? truefti dearettf beft Arpajia! 

\The Mutes Jiruggle tMtk htm: 

ARPASIA. 
I have a thoufand, thoufand Things to utter, 
A thou&nd more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains ! 
Give me a Minute. Speak to me, Mone/es. 

MONESES. 
Speak to thee ? 'Ti&the Bu&ne£s of my Life, 
'Tis all the ufe I have for vital Air. 

Stand off, y^ Slaves f to tell th^c that my Heart ' 

Is 
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Is full of thee ; that ev'n at this dread Moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee. 
Angels and Light itfelf are not fo fair. 

Enter Bajazet^ Haly, and Attendants. 

BAJAZET. 
Ha! wherefore lives this Dog? Be quick^ ye Slaves, 
And rid me of the Pain. 

MONESES. 

For only Death, 
And the laft Night can fliut out my Arpafia, 

\Tbe Mutes fir angle Monefes. 
ARPASIA. 
Oh ! difmal ! 'tis not to be borne . Ye Moralifts, 
Ye Talkers, what are all your Precepts now? 
Patience! Diftradlionf blall the Tyrant, biafthimf 
Avenging Lightnings ; fnatch him hence, ye Fiends, 
Love ! Death ! Monefes ! Nature can no more, 
Ruin is on her, and ihe fuiks at once. [S he Jinks do^^n. 

. BAJAZET. 
Help, Haly^ raife her up, and bear her out. 

HALT 
Alas ! fhe faints. 

ARPASIA. 

No, Tyrant, 'tis in vain; 
Oh ? I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r: 
The peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on mc: 
Ev'n all the tedioufi Day of Life I*ve wander'd. 
Bewildered with Misfortunes;' 

Ac length 'us Night, and I have reached my home; 
Forgetting all the Toils and Troubles paft, ^ 

Weary 1*11 lay me down, and fleep till-— Oh! * 

\^hi dies. 
BAJAZET. 
FI7, y« Slaves, 

" ' * And 
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And fetch me Cordials. No, (he (hall not die. 
Spite of her fullen Pride, Til hold in Life, 
•And force her to be bleft againft her Will. 

HJLT, 
Already 'tis beyond thePow'r of Art; 
For fee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 
The pliant Limbs gro,w (liiF, and lofe their Uie, 
And all the animating Fire is quenchM ; 
£v'n Beauty too is dead : an a(hy Pale 
Grows o'er the Rofes, the red Lips have loft 
Their fragrant Hue, for want of that fweet Breath, 
That bleft 'em with its Odours as it paft. 

BAJAZET. 
Can it be poflible? Can Rage and Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be To fierce^ 
So mortal in a Woman's Heart ?*Confuiion! 
Is (he efcap'd then/ What is Royalty ? 
If thofe that are my Slaves, and fhould live for me> 
Can, die, and bid Defiance to my PowV. 

Enter the Dervise* 

DERFISE. 
The valiant Omar fends, to tell thy Greatnefs 
The Hour of Flight is come, and urges Hafte; 
Since he defcries, near Tamerlanis Pavilion, 
Bright Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 
On either Hand ftretch far into the Night, 
And feem to form a (hining Front of Battle. 
Behold, ev'n from this Place, thou may -ft difcem 'cm. 

[Looking oui* 
BAJJZET. 
By Alba! yes ! they caft a Day around 'cm. 
And the Plain feem^ thick fet with Stars, as Heav'a^ 
Ha ! «r my Eyes are falfe, thpy move this way, 

'Til 
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Tis certain fo. Fly, Hafy, to our Daught^. 

Let feme fecure the Chriftian Prince Axalla : 
We will be gone this Minute. 

Enter Omar. 

OMAR. 

Loft f Undone! 

BAJAXEr. 
What mesm'ft thou ? 

OMAR. 
All our Hopes of Plight are lofl. 
MirvoH and Z^/»«, with, the PariAiaa Horie, 
Inclofe us round, thej hold us in a Toil. 

BAJAZET. 
Ha f whence this unexpected Curie of Chance ? 

OMAR. 
Too late I learnt, that early in the Night • 
A Slave was fufFer'd by the Princefs' Order, 
To pafs the Guard; I clove the Villain down. 
Who yielded to his Flight j but that's poor Vengeance^ 
That Fugitive has rais'd the Camp upon us, 
And nnperceiv'd by favor of the Night, 
In Silence they have march'd to intercept us. 

BAJAZET. 
My Daughter! oh f the Traitrefsl 

DERFISE. 

Yet, we have 
AxalE» in oar Pow V, and angry Tamerlane 
•Will btiy his Fav'rite^s Life, on any Term*. 

OMAR. 
With thofe few Friends. I have» I for awhile 
Can race their Force ; if they refufe tt5 Peace*^ 
Revenge (hall fweeten Ruin, and 'twiirjoy me, 

To drag my Foe down with me; in my Fall. [^E^it Om. 

Enter. 
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EnOr H A L Y, r^itb S e l i m a nxaefing^ 

BAJAZET. 
See where (he conies I with well diflembled Innocence- 
With Iruth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, 
As if fhe ddrlE ev*n difavow the FalHiood. — — . 
Hop*ft thou to make'amends with trifling Tears, 
For my loft Crown, and diiappointed Vengeanc^^ 
Uogratefnl Selima! thy Father's Curfe? 
Bring forth the Minion of her foolifh Heart; 
He dies this Moment. ■ 

HALT. 

Would 1 could not fpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love ; the Slave who fled. 
By whom we are undone, was that Jxalla. 

BAJAZET. 
Ha! fa/ftthou? 

HAir. 
Hid beneath that vile Appearance^ 
The Prxncefs found a means for his Efcape. . 

SBL IMA. 
I am undone ! ev'n Nature has difclaim'd me! 
My Father ! . have I loft you all ? My Father ! 

BAJAZET. 
Talk'ft thou of Nature? who haft broke her Bands.! 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch f thou infant Parricidel 
But I wiITthidy to be ftrangely cruel, 
I will forget the Folly of my Fondnefs; 
Drive all the Father from my Brcaft, now fnatch thee,' 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treach'rous Blood, 
And make thee anfwer all my great Revenge: 
Now, now, thou Traittcfc* [Offers to kill ier; 

SELIMA. 
Plunge the Ptonyard deep f [Shi emBraeis him: 
The Life my Father g«ve (haB hear hii Summofis, * 
Vol. L L And 
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And iffuc. at the Wound — Start not tQ fe«l 
My Hearths warm Blood gufh out upon your Hands* 
Since from your Spring I drew the purple Stream^ 
And I muft pay it back, if you demand it; 

BAJAZET. 
Hence! from my 1 noughts I thou foft relenting 
Weaknefs. 
Hail thoa not giv^n me op a Prey? betray M me? 

SELIMJ. 
Oh! not for Worlds, not ey'n fori all tihe'Je)^s» 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradil«. can. give; 
Amidft the Fears and Sorrows of my Soul« 
Amidft the thott,^ind Fains of anxious Tendernefs, 
I made the goitle, kind, Axulla (wear. 
Your Liff, yxMir Ciowti, asd Honor ihoold be iafe, . 

BAJAZnr. 
Awayl my Soul difdains the vile Z>epeAdam:e» 
No, let me rather die, die like a King : 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar^^ Foot, 
And fay, have mercy on mer Hark they com^^ [Shouts 
Difgrace' will ov^take my lingering Hand : 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, and thine, die with thete. 

\Ofers t9 kill her.' 

SELIMA. 
fox Heav'n, for Pity's fake I 

BAJAZEr. ^ 

No more, ffiou TriflcrJ 
\^h$. catchs hold ef bis Arm. 
Ha! dar'ft tfaou bar my Will? Tear off her Hold. 

SELIMA. 
What, not for Life ? Should not I plead for Lift ? 
When Natui;c teaches ev'n the Brute Creation 
To hold fail that, hcrbeft, hcrjtoblcft Gift. 

Look on my ^yes, ^hom yoo fo oft hatie Icift, 

3 . AliA 
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A all Twfiwe they were your beft^lov'd QQeen*s, my 

Mothers.. 
Bttkdd 'em now fbreamiag for Mercy, Mercy ! 
Look on me, and deny me, if yoa can; 
^Ti? bat for Life I beg; k Uiat a Boon 
So hard for me i'obtaia I or yoa to giaat ? > 
Oh ! fpare me ! ipare your Stlima, my Father. 

A lazy Sloth hangs on my Refolutipn 1 

It is my Selima ! Ha ! What ? my Child ? 

And can I murder her? -—Dreadful ImaginatioB ! 
Again they come. I leave her to my Foes I [Shut, * 
And fhall they triumph o'er the Race of Baj^KUt ! 
Die, Selima ! Is that a Father's Voice ? 
Roafe, roufe, my Fury ! yes, fhe dies the .Vi£Ero- 
To my loft Hopes. Out ! out ! thou fboUih Nature \ 
Juflly (he ihares the Ruin fhe has made. 
S^ize her, ye* Slaves* and firangle her this. Moment* 

[ • To the Mutes. 
SELIMA. 

Oh ? let me die by you \ Behold my Bread ! 
I; wb%ot ihrink ! oh fave me but from thefe. 

\%ht Mutes fei%e her^ 

BJJAZET. 
\ Difpatch. • ' . . " 

. .^* . SELIMJ. 

•But ibr.a Moment whild I pray. 

That HeaT^ir may glla]^d my Royal Fadier* 

, BAJAtET. 

Do^s \ 

1 ^ ' SELIMA. 

Tltai you may only blefs the, <ere I die* [Siout^ 

'^A^AZET, • 
Yfi tcdioua Villains ! then the Work 4$ mia^.^ 



«20 , TAMERtANB. 



r 



ufj Bajaaset mns at Selima^ iiukbiis S^worJ, Enttr Ta<» 
merlanCy Axalla, ^c, Axalla gets httnioetu Bajazet 
and Selima* nuhiift Tan\edane and the r^ dtivt Ba« 
jazet and the Mutts of tht Stage. 

AXALLA. 
And am I come ta&ve thee ? CA f my Jo/ \ 
Be this the whiteft Honr of ail my Life; 
* This one Succefs is more than all my Wars^ 
The nobleftf deareH glory of my Sword. 

SELIM'A. 
Alas, AxaUa^ Death has been around me. 
My Coward Soul ftili trembles at the Fright» 
And'feems but half fecure even in thy Arms. 

AXALLA, 
Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth; 
Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us» 
And Danger inher uglieft Forms is here ; 
Nor will the Pleafure of my Heart be full, * 
*Till aH my Fears are ended in thy Safety. 

\Exeunt Axalla iW^Selim^. 

Enter Tamerlane, the J^rinatfTznzls, Zdma, Mirvan, 
and Solders ; <witb Bajazet, Omar, and the Dervi/e 
Pri/oners, 

TAMERLANE. 
Mercy at length gives up her peaceful. Scepter^ 
, And Juftice fiernly takes her turn to govern ; 
Tis a rank World, and afkf her keeneft Sword, 
To cut up Villany of monftrous Growth. 
Zamat take care, that with theearliell Dawn, 
Thofe Traitors meet the Fate their Treafon merits. 

[Pointing to Omar andthe Der^/e, 
\To Bajazet] For til^, thouTynpt, whofe oppreffive 
Videncc , 

J Has 
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TaMBRLANE. Ill 

Has mln'd tliofe thou fiioilld'ft proteA at home, 
Whofe Wars, whofc Slaughters, whofc Affaffinations, 
(That bafett Thirllof Bl^od, that Sin of Cowards) 
Whofe Faith fo often giv'n and always violated. 
Have been th' Ofience of Heav'n, and Plague of Earth, 
What Poniihincnt is equal to thy Crimes; 
The Doom, thy Rage defign'd for me, be thine ; 
Qos'd in a Cage, like fome deftruftive Beaft, 
J*ll hare thee borne about, in public View, 
A great Example of that righteous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 

. BAJAZET, . 
^ It is beneath me to decline my Fate, 
I fland prepared to meet thy utmoft Hate: 
Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph fee'; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be ix^t*^ 
I'll curfe thee with my laft, my parting Breath ; 
And keep the Courage of my Life in Death; 
Then boldly V€«tDre on that World unknown^: 
It' cannot ufe me worfe, than this has done. 

\Extt Bajazet guardid* 

TAMERLANE, 
Behold the vain Effefts of Earth- bpm Pride, 
That fcorn'd HeavVs Laws, and afl its Pow*r defy^d^ 
That coald the Hand, Mfhieh form'd it firft, forget. 
And fondly fay, I made my felf be great: 
But juftly thofe above aflert their Sway, 1 

And teach ev'n KIngi what Homagetkey ihoold pay, ?* 
Who then rule beft» when mindful to obev. 3 
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E P I L O G U E. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegjrdle. 

TO O 'we/I ice fnpw fwhat mujl hawe been our Fate, 
When Harmony^ 'with Be,auty joined 0/ ln^i, 

threaten d the Ruin of our finking State j 

1 HI you from *whom our Being nve recei*ve. 

In pity bid your on'n Creation /i^ve, 

ff'itJi? mo*ving Sounds yf>u kindly dreio the Fair^ 

Jndfo^dt OMce more y that Jkining Circle here, 

7he Lynycu Iring is half Apollo** Prai/e i 
, . Be ours the Tajk to <u:in and icear his Bays* 

^hin Htufes «were before fo frequent ta us. 

We ^wanted not a Project to undo us, 

Wefeldomfufvoyour Honors hut hy chau^^ 

Jts fitne Folks "meet their Friends in Spain and Francet 
• ^T^uas Fetfe decaf dy 9r Politicks imfro^d^ 

That had ef ranged you thus from 'what you /^V, 

Tame luaSf ^hen hufy Faces nuert a Jeft, 
. Whin Wit and Pleafure ivere in moft refueft ; 

When ehearfiU Theatres mfiih Crowds 'were ffra/d i: 

But thofe good Days of Poetry are paf : 

Noav/our Rjtforwsersin an empty Pjtf . 

With Treble- Books t as at a teilarejitt 

To take Notes^ andgi've E'uidenci ^gainfi Wi/. , . 

Shojt'nnhfkwre once our Friends ^ employed elfe'whert. 

Are buff now in fettling Peace and War. 

With careful Bronx, s at Tom'i and Will's they tneet^ ^ 

And ask njuho did EleSions loft or ge t 

Our Friend has lof it Faith^ Vmforry for't^ 

Uek agoodMan^ and netr 'voasfor the Court : / 
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EPILOGUE. 

Hefo no Government 'will fue for Grace i 
By twant of Merit fafe againft a Place : 
By Spite a Patriot made, andfwQrn foppofi 
All nubo are ufpermofl^ as England'^ Foes. 
Let Whig or Tory, any Side pr^'vail^ 
Still Uis bis conflant Pri<vilege to rail, 
jinotber, tbat tbe Tax and War may ceafe^ 
Talks of tbe Duke of AnjbuV P^igbt^ And Peace j 
Andy from SpainV lAsife Example, is for takings 
A Vice ^ Roy of tbe migbty Monarcb^s making j 
TFbo Jhould all Rigbts and Liberties maintain^ 
^/fyEnglifh LaiAis by leam'd Dragoons explain. 

Come, lea*ve tbefc Politics, and follow PTiti 
Here tanontrolTd you may in Judgment fit: 
Will never differ qvitba crowded Pit, 
We^ II take you all, ev*M onyour own Conditions^ 
Think you Great Men^, eindnjoonarous Politiciani^ 
And if you flight tbe Offers lubicb we makeyou. 
No Brentford Princes will for Statefiaen take jou^ 
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TO HER 

' GRACE the DUTCHESa 

O F 

O R M O N D. 



'.Madam, 

H E PrivUege of Poetry (or it 

^ may be die Vanuy of the Pre- 

'■ tepders to it) has. given 'etn a 

kind of Right .to pretend at the 

fame time, to the Favor of 

thofe, whom their high Birth and eitcellent 

V Qualities have placed in a very diftinguilh- 

ijig manner above the reft of the Wprld. If 

(his be. not a receiv'd Maxim, yet I aitt 

fure I- am. to wi(h it were, that I may have 

9& ^eaft fome kind of Excufe for laying this 

Tragedy 



I 



DEDicArioN. ; 

» * 

; Tragedy at Your Grace's Feet. I hav^ 
too much rcafon to fear that it may prove 
' but an indifferent Entertainment to Your 
-Grace, lince, if I have any way fuc- 
ceeded in it, it has been in defcribing thofe 
violent Paflions which have been always 
Strangers to fo happy a Temper, and fo 
noble and fo exalted a Virtue as Your 
G n A c E is Miftrefs of. Yet for all 
this, I cannot but confefs the Vanity which 
I have, to hope that there may be fome- 
thing fo moving in the Misfortunes and 
Diftrefs of the Play, as may be not alto- 
gether unworthy of Your G R A c E*s Pity 
This is one of the main Defigns of Tragedy^ 
tmd to excite this* generous Pity in the 
greateft Minds, may pafs for fomc kind 
of Succefs in this Way of Writing. I am 
Unfthk t>f the Preemption I am guilty of 
hy this "Hope, and how much it i$ that I 
pretend to in Your G r a c b's Appro- 
bation ? if It be my good Fortune to meet 
with any little Share of it, I ftal! 
always look upon it as much more to me 
than the general Applaufe of the Theatre, 
or even the Praifc of a good Critic. 
Your Grace's Name is thebeft ProtcdUon 

this 
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DEDICA'tlON. 

this Play can hope for, fince the WorlJ^ 
ilI-naturM as it is, agrees in ian univerfal 
Kefpeft and Deference forYour G r a c e's 
Perfon and Charafter. In fo cenforioiu 
an Age as this is, where Malice furnifhes 
out all the public Converfations, where 
every body pulls and is puU*d to pieces of 
courfe, and where there is hardly fuch a 
Thingas being merry, but at another's Ex- 
pence ; yet by a public and uncommonxjuf- 
tice to theDutchefs of Ormonde Her Name 
has never been mentioned,- but as it ought]^ 
tho* She has Beauty enough to provoke De^ 
traftion from the faireft of Her own. Sex, 
and Virtue enough to make the Loofe and 
Diflolute of the other (a very formidable 
tarty) Her Enemies. Inftead of this, they 
agree to fay nothing of Her but what fiic 
deferves. That Her Spirit is worthy of Her 
Birth ; Her Swcetnefs, of the Love and Re- 
fpcft of all the World ; Her Piety, of her 
Religion > Her Service, of her Royal Mif- 
trcfs; and Her Beauty and Truth, of her 
Lord ; that in fhort every part of Het 
Charader is Juft, and that She is the ht^ 
Reward for one of the greateft Heroes 
this Age has produced. This, Madam, is 

what 



DEDICATION: 

what you muil allow People everywhere to 
fay i thofe whom You fhall leave behind You 
in England will have fomething further to 
add,theLofswefliaIlfufFerbyYourGR,ACE*s 
Journey to Ireland \ the Queen's Pleafure, 
and the impatient Wilhes of that Nation, 
are about to deprive us of Two of our public 
Ornaments. But there is no arguing againfl: 
Reafons fo prevalent as thefe. Thofe who 
fhall lament Your Grace's Abfence will 
yet acquiefce in the Wifdom and Jufticc of 
Her Majesty's Choice: Among alL 
whofe Royal JFavors none could be fo agree- 
able, upon a thouland Accounts, to that 
people, as the Duke of Ormonde With what 
Joy, what Acclamations fliall they meet a 
Governor, who, befide their lormef OBU^ 
gations to hi$ Family, has fo lately ventur'd 
His Life and Fortune for their Prelervation'? 
What Duty, what SubmilTioa fhall they 
not pay to that ^^cliority which the Queen 
has delegated to a Perfon fo dear to 'erp ? 
And with what Honor, what Refpeft (hall 
they receive Your Gace, when theyJook 
upon You as the npbleft and beft Pattern 
Her Majesty cbu*d fend 'em,' of Her 
own Royal Goodnefs, and Perfonal Virtues ? • 

' They 



DEDICATION. 

They (hall behold your Grace with the 
fame Pleafure the Englijh Ihall take when- 
ever it fliall be th^ir good Fortune to fee 
You return to Your Native Country. In 
England Your Grace is become a public 
Concern, and ar your going avay will be " 
attended with a general Sorrow, fo Your 
Return ihall give as general a Joy ; and to 
ifione of thofe many, more than to, 



MADAM, 



Tour G R A c E*& 



tnoji obedient 9 and 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr, B£tt£rton, 



LONG has the Fate ef Krngs aud Empires ieeft 
Thf common Buinefs of the Tragic Sceue^ 
As if Misfortune made the Throne her Seat, 
And none coud be unhappy but the Great, 
Dearly 9 *tis true, each buys the Crown he luears^ 
And many are the mighty Monarches Cans : 
Sy foreign Foes and home-bred Fa^ions pr^, 
Fenv are the Joys he knows, andjhort his Hours oftteft, 
Stones Uke thefe nmth Wondtr *we may hear y . 
But far remote^ and in a higher Sphewi, 
We nier can pity what we n/er canfijore: 
Uhi diftant Battles of the Pole and Swede, 
Which Jrugal Gtizens oW Coffee read, 
Carelefsfirwhofkailfaii^ or wbofitcceed. 
Therefore ma humbkr Theme our Author chofe^ 
A melancholy Tale of primate Woes : 
UoTrinces here hft Royalty bemoan. 
But yon fi^all meet with Sorrovis lihyomr own i 
Herffei imperious Love his Finals treat. 
As hardly as Ambition does the Great ; 
See howfucceeding Pafions rage by turns. 
How farce the Youth with Joy and Rapture burnt, 
And bow to Death, for Btauty lofi, he mom-ns. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Let M nice Tajte the Pott't Art arraign, 
Jffivafiail vicieia Cbaraaert htfatn : 
IfJpe lurilti fiviiftiU bt Jialari it h!i Cart, ~i 

■ Mix SbuJis ivitl Lights, and not faint all Jhinglf^r, j 
But fiipwyeu Men and Wtmen as thiy are. J 

With Diftrence to the Fair he tade mt fir;, 
Fe-w to ¥trfelHon t-vtr found the ffirf; 
Mairf in manj Parts art inwm ftxcil. 
But 'I'viere loa iarJJir One to aB all •will; 
fl^hamjuflfy Lift luenld through lach Scene comtntnS, 
7hiMaiJ, tbem/e, theMiftrefs, and the Friini: 
thh Age "'tis trui, has one greet hfianee feen. 
And Utofon in jssfiice madt that One a $uetn. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

MEN. 

Father to Cb/V?«. '^Mx. Sovman. 

Altamont, a young Lord» in Love "1 
with Cali/a, and defign*d her > Mr. Firbrug^eM* 
Husband by Sciolto* 3 

Horatio, his Friend. Mr. Bttiirtott. 

Ko/am, hit Friend. Mr. Stdlft 

WO ME N. 

* - 

Califia, Daughter to SdoUo, * Mrs: J^^/rf* 

Lavinia^ '^ Sifter to Jltamni, and T »*^. p^^^^a-w^ 
Wife t6^Horatk. - f ¥^®- Bracegtrdk. 

£»(V/At> Confident to GziSf^tf. Mrs. Pr/«r/. 

Servants to ^ci^/fd. 

SCEN£, ScioltoV Palace and Garden^ 
with fome part of the Street near it^ in 
Genoa. 

THE 



THE 

FAIR PENITENT. 

A C T I. S C E.N E I. 

A Gardtn ieUit^ing to ScionTGrs Palace. 
Enter AltamoNT iWHoratio. 

J LT A MO NT. 

LE T tbii anfpicioas Day be ever Tscred, 
No Moarning, no Mitfominei happen en iti 
Let k be ntark'tl for Triumphs and RcjAidogi; 
Let happy Loveii ever make it boly, 
Choofe it to blefs their Hopct, and crown their WtMs, 
lliis bappx Day tkat gives me my Califta. 
HORATIO. 
Vei, Altamnt ; to-day thy better Stan 
Are join'd, to flied their kindeft Infiaesce on thee: 
Sdaltt'i noble Hand that raig'd thee firft. 
Half dead «iid drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, ' . 
Compleat* it* Boonty and reftom diy Name 
To that high Rank and Lufire which it boa&d, 

Be&re 



• . J. 

13^ Tl&if Fair Pek^'tent. 

Before nngratefol Gfrtoa had forgot 
The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms j 
• Before that Countiy which he long had ferv'd, 
^ In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps, 

Had caft oiF his white Age to Want and Wretchcdnefs, 
-►And made their Court to Faftion by his Ruin. 

JLTJMONT. 
Oh great Sciolto ! oh my more than Father ! 
Let me not live, but at thy very Name 
My eager Heart fprings up, and leaps with Joy* 
When I forget the vaft vaft Debt I owe thee, L 

Forget I. (but 'tis impofliblc) then let mc 1 

Fyget the Ufc and Privilege of Rcafon, 
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind. 
To wander in the Defert among Brutes, 
To bear the various Fury of the Seafons, 
.The Night's unwholfom Dew and Noon-day's Heat, 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curfe of Hcav n. 

HORATIO. 
So open, fo unbounded was his Goodnefs, 
It reached cv'n me, bccaufc I was thy Friend. 
When that great ManI lov'd, thy noble Father 
Bequeathed thy gende Sifter to my Arms, 
His laft dear Pledge and Legacy of Fricndfliip, 
That happy Tye made me Scisiti^s Son ; 
He caird us his, and with a Parent's Fondnefs 
Indulged as in his Wealth, blcfs'd us with Plenty, 
HealM all our Cares, and fweeten*d Love itfelf. 
; JLTAMONT. 
By Hcav*n, he found my Fortunes fo abandoned. 
That nothing but a Miracle could raife 'em ;' 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, 
Had ftript him bare, nor left him ev'ii a Grave ; 
Undone my felf, and fioking with his Kmu 
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to fuccoor him. 

But 
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But froitlds Tesir: 

HORATIO. 
Yet what thou coaldft thq^ didft. 

And didft it like a Scm ; when his hard QttdiXan^ 
.Urg'd and affifted by Lothario*^ Father, 
(Foe to thy HouTe, and Rival of their GreatnefsJ 
By ^entene<rdf the cruel Law forbid, 
His venerable Corps to reft in Earth, 
Thou gav*ft thylelf a Ranfom for his Booes ; 
With Piety uncommon, didft give up 
Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves who ne*er kn^l^ercy^ 
Sour, unrelenting. Money-loving Villains, 
Whalaugh at Human Nature and Forgiveii^fi» 
And are like Fiends the Favors of Deiirn^on. 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious Adl, approved i^ 
And bade Sdolto"^ Bounty be its Proxy* 
To blefs thy filial Virtue wi(h Abundance. 

JLTJMONT, 
Btit iee he comes, the Author of my Happineft, 
The Man who fav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleft with Peace and Plenty, 
And fatisfies my Soul with Love and fieatity. 

£9/^ Sg I 01. TO, h runs to Altamont and 

embracit him. 

SCIOLTO. 
Joy to thee, Jhamont ! Joy to myfelff 
Joy to ijiis happy Mom, that makes thee mine« 
That kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me^ 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee. 

JSirjMOl^T. 
' My FaAer ! oh let me unlade my Breall, 
Pour out Ae Fulnefs of my Soul before you. 
Shew cv'ry tender, ev'ry grateful Thought, 
This wottd'rgos Goodnefe fthfi. Silt 'tis impoffibIe« . 

And 
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And Utterance all is vile; ilnce I caa oal/ 
Swear you reign here* bat never tell how much 

SCIOLTO. 

It is enough ; I know thee«. thou art iioneft» 
Goodnefs innate,, and Worth hereditary. 
Are. in thy Mind ; .thy noble Father's Vbtues 
Spring freihly forth, and bloflbtn in thy Youth. 

JLTAMONT. 

Thus H^ur'n from nothing rai&'d his fair Creactoiiy 
And then with wond roas Joy beheld its Beauty, 
Well pleased to fee the Excellence he gave. . 

SCIOLTO. 

Oh noble Youth f I fwear fince firft I knew thee, 
£v'n from that Day of Sorrows when I faw thee> 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, 
I fet thee dovim and feal'd thee for my own. : 
Thou art my Son, ev a near me as Ctdida, 
Her^h and Lawma too are mine ; [Emhpoeti Hor. 
All are my Ciitldren> and (hall fliareoy Heart j 
But wherefore; wafte we thus this happy Day } 
The laughittg Minutes fommon thee Co J<ey, 
And with new Pleafures court thee as they pafs f 
Thy waiting Bride ev n chides thee for delaying. 
And fwears thou com'il not with -a Bridegroom's Hade. 

JLTJMONt. 
Oh f eoti'd Ihope there was one Though t.of^/osMs/; 
One kind Remembrance in Califla^ Breail, ^ 

The Winds, witj^U their Wings^ wou'd be too flow 
To bear me to her Feet. For oh \ ztny Father, 
Amidft the Stream of Joy that bears me on, 
Bleftas lani, and honored in yo^ Friendfl^* . 
There it one Pain that hangs upon my ihexU 

sciotto. , 

What means my Son ? 
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! JLTJMONT. 

j liVhen at ybur InterceffloSy 

Laft Night CaMm yielded to my Happincfs, ' 
Juft ere wc parted, aS' I fcal'd my Vows 
With Rapture on her Lips, I found h«rcold» 
As a dead Lover*s Statue en his Tomb; 
A rifiBg Stonii of Pa^n (hook her fireaft» 
Her Eyes a piteous Sfeow'r of Tears let fall, 
• And then flie figliM as if her Heart were breaking. 
With all tho teiid^reft Eloquence of Love 
I begg'd to be a Sharer in her Grief; 
But (he with Looks ivcr&y and Eyes that froze me> 
Sadly reply M, her Sorrows were her own. 
Nor in a Pather*s Power to difpofe of, 

;SCIOLTO. 
Away f It is the Cozenage of their Sex, ' 
One of the fommon Arts they pradife on us : 
To figh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high* 
Witii Expectation of the coming Joy. " 
Thou haft in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
UnknowinglnAeSubdeties of Women; 
The Virgin Bride, whofwoons with deadly Fear, 
To fee the End of all her WrOies near, 
When'bloihingli-om the Light and public Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night fhe flics. 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Loofe fhe loves. [Exiunf^' 

* Enter Lothario ^md R o s s a N o. 

LOTH J RIO. 
The Father and the HuibftBd ! 

. RD^SANO. 

IM tkem.'pdb^ 
They faw «s not. 



240 ^bc Fair PeniteniI. 

LOTHARIO. 
I care not if they did, 
Ere loag I mean to meet '€m Face to Face, 
And gaul '^m with my Triumph o'er Gaitfia. 

ROSSJNO. 
You lov'd her once. 

LOTHJRIO. 
I lik'd her, wou'd have marryMhf r, 

But that it pleased her Father t» rcfofe me. 
To make this honorable Fool her Hatband . 
For which, If I forget him, may the Shame 
I mean to brand his Nime with, fbck on mine* 

ROSSJNO. 
She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 

LOTHJRIO. 
She wal, and oft in private gave me hearing. 
Till by long lift'ning to the foothing Tale, 
At length her eafy Heart was wholly mine. 

ROSSJNO. 
IVe heard you oft defcribe her. Haughty, Infolent, 
And fierce with high Difdain; it moves my Wonder, 
That Virtue thus defended, Ihould be yielded 
A Prey to loofe Defircs. 

LOTHJRIO. 

Hear then, I'U tell thee. 
Once in a lone and fccret Hour of Night, 
When evVy Eye was dos'd, and the pak Moon 
And Stars alone, Oione confcioas of the Theft, 
Hot with the TufcoM Grape, and high in Blood, 
Haply I ftolc onheeded to her Chamber. 
*^ ROSSJNO. 

That Minute fore was lucky. _ 

LOTHJRIO. 

Oh 'twas great! 

I found tiiefoiid, bdlcving, love-fick Maid, 

Loofe, 
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Loofe, unattirM, warm, tender, fall of Wiflies : 
Fiercene(« ajid Pride, the Guardians of her Honor, 
Were charm'd to Reft, and Love alone was waking. 
Within her iiiihg fiofom a!l was calm, 
As peaceful-Seas $ha£ -know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. 
I fnatcjk'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful Ardor preft her. 
Till with fliort Sighs, and murmuring Reluflance, 
The yielding Fair. One gave me perfeft Happinefs. 
Ev'n all the live-long Night we paft in Blifs, 
In Ecfbifies too fierce to lail for ever ; 
Atlengti^ the Mom and cold Indifference came; 
When fully fated with the lufcious Banquet, 
I haftily tookleaye, and left the Nymph 
To think on what was paH, and figh alone. 

ROSSJNO. 
You faw iier fbon again ? 

LOTHARIO. 

Too foon I faw her: 
For oh ! that meeting was not like the former ; 
I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranfport, 
No more I figh'd, and langui(h*d for Enjoyment : 
^Twas pafli and Rcafon took her turn to reign. 
While cv'ry Weaknefs fell before her Throne. 

ROSSJNO. • 
- Wha« (^ ^eLady f 

LOTHARIO. 

With oneafy Pondiveft 
She hung upott me, wept, and figh'd and fwore 
She wastm«biifrj talk'd of a Prieft, an^ Marriage 1 
Of flying wiih jne fr6m hfr Father's Pow'r ; 
Caird ev'ry Saint and ble&d Angel down. 
To witnefs for her that flie wis my Wife, 
I ftarted at that Name. 

Vt»t. I. M « * 
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ROSS J NO. 

What Anfwer made you ? 

LOTHARIO. 
None ; bat pretending fudden Pain and lUnefs 

Efcap-d thePerfecution : two Nights iince 

By MeiTage urg'd» and frequent Importunity, 

Again I faw her. Straight with Tears and Sighs, 

With fwellingBreafls,with Swooning, withDiftraflion, 

With all the Subtilties and powerful Arts . 

Of wilful Woman laboring for her pnrpofe; 

Again (he told the fame dull naufeous Tale. 

UnmovM, I begg'd her fpare th' ungrateful Subjedlj 

Since I re(plv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 

•Might flourifh long inviolate betwixt us. 

Never to load it with the Mairiage-Chaini 

That I would Hill retain her in my He^rt,* 

My ever-gentle Millrefs and my Friend ; 

But for thofe other Names, of Wife and Hulband. 

They only meant Ill-nature, Cares, and Quarrels* 

ROSSJNO. 
How bore flie this Reply ? . 

LOTH J RIO. 

£vn as the Earth, 
When, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath 
Shaking the Mafs] fhe labors with Deiftrudiion. 
At £rii her Ragp was dumbj and wanted Words, 
But when the Storm found ws^, 'twi|s.wil4 ^^^iQUd* 
Mad as the Prleftefe of the Ddfhic God^ 
Enthufiaftic Paffion fwell'd her Breaft, 
Enlarged her Voice, and ruffled all her Form ; 
Prottd, and difdaiofiil of the Love I jaxxfier 'd» . 
She caird me Villain ! Monfierl baie fietrayer f 
At laft, in ,vcry Bitteruefs pf iSoul, 
With deadly Imprecati^ns^on herfelf, 
She vow'd feverely ne'er to fee w more j . 

Then 
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Then bid me fly that Minute: I obey'd. 
And bowing left ber to grow cool at leifure. 

ROSSJNO. 
She has relented finces elfe why this MefTage^ 
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets- here 
This Morning ? 

LOTHARIO. 
See the Perfon whom you nam'd. 

Enter L tr ci I. L a. 

Well, my .Ambafladrefs, what muft we treat of I 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance^ 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meffage ? 
Is your fair Miftrefs calmtr r does fhe foffign ? 
And muft we love again ? Perhaps Ihe means 
To treat in Junfture with her new Ally, 
And make her Hufband Party to th' Agreement, 

LVCILLA. 
Is this well done, my Lord ? Have you put •& 
All Senfe of Human Nature ? keep a little, 
A little Pity todiftinguifti Manhood, 
Left other Men, tho' cruel, ftiou'd difclaim you. 
And judge you to be numbered with the Brutes. 

LOT HARIO. 
I fee thou^ft learnt to rail. 

LUCILLJ. 

IVe learnt to weep $ 
That LefTon my fad Miftrefs often gives me j 
fiy Day fhe feeks fome melancholy Sliade, 
To hide her Sorrows from the prying World; 
At Night (he watches all the long long Hours, 
iind liftens to the Winds and beating Rain« 
With Sighs aloud, and Tears that fall as faft. 
Then ever and anon fhe wrings her Hands, 
And cries, Falfe f falfe Lothano / 

M2 LOTHA^ 
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LOTHJRIO, 
Oh, no more \ 
1 fwear thou'lt fpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thott haft fieauty that may make thy Fortune; 
Some keeping Cardinal (hail dote apon thee» 
And barter his Church Treafure for thy Freihne& 

LUCILLJ. 
What ! {hall I iell my Innocence and Youth, 
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man \ 
To Man I who makes bis Mirth of our Undoing! 
The bafe, profeft Betrayer of our Sex ! 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elie» 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Ca/ifia. 

• LOTHJRIO. 

Does (he fend thee to chide in her behalf ? 
I -fwear thou doft it with (b good a Grace. 
That I could almoft love thee for thy frowning. 

LUCILLJ, 
Read there, my Lord, there, in her own fad Lines^ 

[Gi'ving a Letter, 
Which befl can tell the Story of her Woes, 

That Grief of Heart which your Unkindnefs gives her. 
[Lothario reads.^ 
Tour Cruilty'^^Ohedience to my Fatber^'^gi've fftjf Hand 
to Altampnt. 
By Heav'n ! 'tis well \ fuch ever be the Gifts, 
With which I greet the Man whom my Soul hates. 

i4fide. 
But to go on I 

• ■ Wifi ^ '^Heart^' ** H ono r '' toojhithle fi ' >■■■ 
Weaknefs-^io morrot^^laft Troublo^^ lojt Califta/ 
Women I fee can change, as well as Men ; 
She writes me here, forlaken as I am. 
That I fhould bind my Brows with mournful Willow» 
For (he hai g^v n her [-iajDd Id Mtamont : 

Ye 
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Yet tell the Fair Inconftant — — . 

LUCILLJ. 

How, my Lord ? 

LOTHARIO. . 
Nay, no more angry Words : fay to CaHfia, 
The humblcftof her Slaves Ihall wait her Pleafure 5 
If (he can leave her happy Husband's Arms, 
To think upon (q lod a Thing as I am. 

LUCILL^J. 
Alas ! for pity come wkh gentler Looks ; 
Wound not her Heart with this cmmanly Triumph ; 
And tho* you love her not, yet fwear you do, 
So (hall DifTemblingonce be virtuous in you. 

LOTHARIO. 
Ha I who comes here ? • 

LUCILLJ, 

The Bridegroom's Friend, Htrati$. 
He mod not fee us here"; to-morrow early 
Be at the Garden Gate. 

LOTHARIO. 
Bear to ray Love 
My kindeil Thoughts, and fweam will not fail her. 
[ Lothario putting up the Letter haftifj^ drops it 

as he goes put. 
[Exeunt Lothario ^nu/Roflano «»r«w^ La- 
cilla another. 

£nter Horatio.- 

HORATIO. 
Sure 'tis the very Error of my Eyes : . \ 

Waking I dreami or I beheld Lothario ; 
He feem'd conferring with Califtdi Womaii: 
At my Approach they ftarted, and retired. 
What Bus'nefs cofi'd he have here, and with her ? 
I know he bears the noble AJtamont 

M 3 Profeft 



246 ^e Fair Penitent. 

Profcft and deadly Hate What Paper's this ? 

[Tah'ng up the Letter. 
Ha ! To Lothario /— 's Death ! Califta\ Name 

• • [Opening it. 

CoDfiifion and Misfortune ! [Reads. 

y^OUR Cruelty has at length determhi d* me^ and 1 
have refol*t)d this Morning to yield a perfeS Ohe- 
dience to my Father, and to gi'oe my Hand to Altamont, in 
fpite of my Vfeaknefsfor thefalje Lothario. / could almoft 
nmjb I had that Heart, and that Honour to heftofw tjcith 
itf which you have rohh^d me ofx 

Damnation! to the reft [Reads again. 

But oh f I /ear could I retrieve *em, Ijhould again ht 
undone by the too faithlefs^ yet too lovely Lothario, ^his 
is the laji Weaknefs of my Pen^ 'and to-morropjo Jhall he' 
thelaft in vuihich Ivoill indulge my Eyes, Lucilla fi^aU 
conduQ you^ if you are kind enough to let me fee you ; it 
fisall h the loft trouble you JhaU meet vcith from 

* The loft Cattfia. 

m 

The loft indeed \ for thou art gone as far 
As there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur ! 
Hell is the folc Avcngerof fuch Crimes. 
Oh, that the Ruin were but all thy own \ ^ 

Thon wilt ev'n make thy Father curfe his Age ; 
At fight of this black Scrowl, the gentle Altamont 
(For oh f I know his Heart is fet upon thee) 
Shall droop, and hang his difcon tented Head, 
Like Merit fcofn'd by infolent Authority, 
And never gracethe Public with his Virtues.—— 
Perhaps cv'n now he gazes fondly oil her, ^ 

■ And thinking Soul and Body both alike, 

* Blcres 
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Blefles tlfe perfedt Worjcmanftip of Heav'n ? 
Then figbing, to his cvry Care fpeaks Peace, 
And bids his Heart be fatis^^'d with Happinefs. 
Oh, wretched Hufband I while Oie hangs about the& 
With. idle Blandiihrnente, and plays the fond one, 
£v'n then her hot Imagination wanders. 
Contriving Riot, and loofe *icapcs of Loye ; 
And while ihe clafps thee clofe makes thee a Mon(!er. 
What if I give this Paper to her Father ? 
It follows that his Juflice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his Heart with Sorrow ; hard Return^ 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on as ; 
Hold, let me take a Moment's Thought, 

inter L A v I N i a. 

LAVINIJ. 

• My Lord f 

Truft me, it joys my Heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you. had left the Company, 
Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended. 
They told me you had felt fome fudden Illnefs ; 
Where are you iick ? Is it your Head ? your Heart ? 
Teli me, my Love, and eafe my anxious Thoughts, 
That I may take you gently in my Arms, 
Sooth you to Reft, and foften all your. Pains- 

HORATIO, 
It were unjuft ; no, let me fpare my Friend, 
Lock up the fatal Secret in my fireail'. 
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet. 

LAV IN I A. 

What means my Lord ? 

HORATIO, 

Ha ! faidft thou, my La^jinia. ? 

LAV IN I A. 
Alas \ you know uot what you make me fuffer ? 
. . M 4 Why 
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Why are you pak I Why did you ftart sukI tretpble ? 
Whence is that Sigh ? And wherefore are your Eyes 
Severely raised to Hcav n ? The fick Man thus, 
Arkfiowledging the Summon; of his Fate, 
Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes, for Mercy, 
And with Confuilon thinks upon his Audit. 

HORjriO. 
' Oh no ! thou haitmiftook my Sicknefs quite, 

Thefe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 

Sharpeil Coavul£cns, fpotted Peftilences, 

Or any other deadly Foe to Life, 

Rather tKan heate beneath' this Load of Thooghit 

r LAV IN I A. 

Alas ! what is it ? wherefore turn you from mc ? 
Why did you falJlycallme your La^nia^ 
And fwear I was Hctntid'^ better half, 
Since now you mourp unkindly by yourfelf. 
And rob mc of my Partnerihip of Sad.nefs? 
Witnefs, you Holy Pow'rs, who know my Truth, 
There cannot be a Chance in Life fo miferable, 
Nothihg fo very hard but I t:ould bear it, 
Much rather than riiy Lore fliould treat mc coldly. 
And uie me like a Stranger to his Heart. 

HORAT 10. 
Seek not to know what I would hide from kH,' 
But moll from jhee. I never knew a Pleafure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate or good, 
But fbaight Iran to blefs thee with the Tidings, 
And laid up all my Happinefs witli thee : 
But wherefore, wherefore (hall I give thee Pain ? 
Then fpare me, I conjure thee ; ask no farther ; 
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And let 'em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows, 

, LAFiNIA. 
It is enough ; chide not, and all is well j \ " 

Forgive 
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Forgive me if I faw you fad, Horatin^ 

And ask'd to weep out part of your Misfortunea; 

I wo'not prefs to know what you forbid me. 

Yet, my lovMLord, y€t you mud grant me this. 

Forget your Cares for this one happy Day, 

Devote this Day to Mirth, and to yo\ir J/tamont ; 

For his dear fake let Pe^^ce be in your Looks. 

Ev'n now. the jocund Bridegroom wants your; Wifhes, 

He thinks the Prieft has but half bled his Marriage, . 

'Till his Friend, hails him with the Sound of Joy« 

HORJTIO, . 
Oh never I never ! never I Thou art innocent : 
Simplicity from 111, pure nativarTrulh, 
And Candor of the Mind adorn thee ever ; 
But there are fuch, fucli falfe ones in the Worlds 
'Twould fill thy gentle Soul with wild Amazement 
To hear their Story told. 

LAF'INIJ, 
^ ^ Falfe ones, my Lord ? 

Fatally fair they are, and in their SmiJcs, 
The Graces, little L(yv«s, aix! young Defires inhabiti 
But all that gaze upon *em are u^One ; 
For they are falfe, luxurioos ki thJir Appetites, 
And all the Heav'nthey kope for is Variety : 
One Lover to another .^ill fucceeds, ^ 
Another, and another after ythat, 
And the lad Fool is welcome as the former : 
'Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place. 
And mingles with the Herd that went before him. 

LAViNlA. 

Can there be fach ? And have they Peace of Mind ? 
Have they in all the Series of thetr changing 
One happy Hour ? if Women are fuch Things, 
How was I foym'd fo different from my Sex ! 

. M J My 
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My little Heart is Ta.tii{y'd with yon, 
Voa take up all her Room ; as in a Cottage 
Which barboTs fome benighted princel)' Stranger, 
Where the good Man. prond of his Hofpitality, 
Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Gaefi, 
And bArdly keeps a Comer for himfelf. 
H O R JT 10. 
Oh, were they all likethee lAenwooldadote'cnit 
And all the Pns'nefg of their Lives be loring ; 
The Nuptial Band ihou'd be the Pledge of Peace, 
And all domeftic Cares and QuarreU ceafc ; 
The World Ihou'd learn to love by virtuous Rules, 
And Mjuriage be no%ore the Jeft of Fools. \Exiiiiii'- 
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ACT II. S C E N E L 

A H A^ h. 

EnterCAtiSTA and Lucilla^ 

CJLISTJ. 

BE dumb for ever, filent as the Gravc^ . 
Nor let thy fond ofHcious Love di{lurt]r 
My folemn Sadnefs with the Sound of Joy. 
If thbu wilt footh me, tell fome difmal Tale 
Of pining Difcbntent, - and Mack Defpair 5 
For oh ! Tve gone around tJirough all my Thoughts^ 
Bat alt are fiidignadoii, Lo^e or Shaftie, 
And my dear Peace of Mmd is Toft for ever« 

UUCILLJ. 
Why do you follow ftiM thatwand'ring Fire, 
That has mifled your weary Ste.ps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a Wifdernefs of Woe ? 
That falfe Lothario f Turn from the Deceiver f 
Turn, dnd bfehold where gentle Ahamont^ 
Kind as the fofteft Virgin of our Sex, 
Aild faithfoi as the fimple Village Swain, 
That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing; 
Sighs at your Feet^ and wooes you to be happy. 

CJLIStJ, 
Avfuy, (think not of 'him. My fad Soul 
Has forui'd a difihal melancholy Scexie;, 

• . '. . * Such' 
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Such a Retreat as I wou'd wi(h tb find ; 

An unfreqaented Vale, o^rgrown wi«b Tfees 

^lofly and old, within whofe ionefome Shade, ^ 

kavens, and Birds 'iilomcn'd, only dwdl; 

No found to break the Silence, but a Brook * 

ThatBubblingi winds among tht Weeds : no Mark 

Of any human Shape that had been there, 

XJnlefs a Skeleton of fome poor Wretch, 

Who had long fince, li)p me,, hy Love undone. 

Sought that fad Place out to defpair and die in. 

LUCILLA, ' 
Alaa for Pity I 

CJLISTJ. 
There I fain wou'd hide me, 
From the t>afe World, from Malice, andfrpm Slumei 

For 'tis the folemnCounfel of fliy Soul, 
Never to live with publick Lofs ojf Honor •: 
*Tis Hx'd to di«, rather than bear the Indolence , 
Of ca^h a^fted She thaf tells i?iy Story^ : , * 
And blefies )ier goo4 Stars ithat fk& is viituoas* 
To be a Tak for Fools ! Scorn'd by the Wamea> 
And pityM by the Men ! Oh infupportable h 

LUC ILL A >: 
Can you perceive the manifeft Deftru^ion, 
The gaping Gulf that opens juft before you. 
And yipt jufh on, tho' cgnfcious q£ the X>ang«r I 
Oh, hear n^^, hear your ever-faithful Creature ;', 
By all the Good I wiih, by all the 111 ' • ' \^ 

My trembling Heart forebodes, let rae ^ndtat ypi, \ 
Nevi^r to. {«e this faithlefsMaa again; 
Let.mefitfUd his coming. ,- ^ 

CJLJSTJ. 
, On thy Life ^ , • 

I charge thee Aq ^ - my Genti^ drivvs me on ; 
X mi&\ I will bt^hold him oa'cc again ; 

Perhaps 






Perhaps it is fhe-Cnfi&of my Fate^ 

And this ox» Interview fliall end my parefi, . . 

My laboring Heart that fwells with Indignation, 

Heaves to difcharge x\m Burden ; that once done. 

The bufy thing ihall reft within its Cell, 

And nevjer heat again. 

LUC ILL J, 

^. Ti-uft not to thatj 
Rage is the ihortcft Paffion of our Souls; 
Like narrow Brpoks that rife with Aidd^n ShowVs, 
It fwells ih haHe^ and falls again as foon ; 
Still as it ebbs the fottfer Thooghts flow in. 
And the Deceiver Lovq fuppll^s its placeJ 

I have been WBong^ enough to^^rm my Temper^ 
Againft the Irnioth De!ofioni but ahs? 

(Chide itot my Weaknfefs, g^fttlc Miid; bttt p'ity.mi) 
A Woman's Sd^t^efs hinp aBott me t.W '.\ 

Thii let m'd'blto^'ahd t6ll thee all iriy tofl^. • ' ' 
I fwear I could Adt ^€t the dear fictrayer^ . 
Kneel at iny Feet, and iigh to te forgiven, ,^ 

But my relenting Heart woold pardon all, • 
An^ quttp forget *tw^s he th,at.had undoqe me. 

LUCILLJ. 
Yh facred Powers, whofe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good^ Guard me from Men^ * 
From their dcceitfulTongues, their Vows and Flatteries; 
Still let mc pafs oegledled by their Eyes, 
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, 
That none may think it worth his while to -ruin xneji 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane. 

CJLISTA 
Ha I Ahammt? Califta, now be Wary^ 

, And guard thy Soul's Acceifes with Diflembling; 

<K9r'let (hiV hoftile Haf band's Eyes e;^Iore 

- ' * the 
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The warring Pafiions, and tumaltuons Thoughts,. 
That rage within thee^ and deform thy Reafon* 

Enter A L T A M.o NT. 

1 

* ALTAMONT. . ^ 

Be gone my Cares, I give you to the Winds, • 

Far to be borne, faf from the happy ^//^7;w«?«ii;, 
For from the f acred jEra of my Love, 
A better Order of fucceeding Days 
Come fmiling forward, white and lucky all. 
Califta is the Miftrefs of the Year, 
She crowns the Seasons with aufpicious Beauty, 
And bids ev'n all' my Hours, be good and joyfuL 

CjLlSfA, 
If I was ever Miftrefs of (uchHappinefs, 
Oh f wherefore did I play th' unthrifty Fool,. 
And wailing ail on others leave my felf , . 
Without 0i»e Thought of Joy to give ipe Comfort?, 

ALT A MONT,' 
Oh, mighty Love ? Shall that fair Face profane 
This thy great Feftiyal with Frowns and Sadnefs V 
I fwear it (ha*not be, for I will wooe thee 
With Sighs fo moving, with fo warm a Tranfport, 
That thou ihaltxatch the gentle Flame from me,.. 
And kindle into Joy. 

'-•' . CALISTA.^ 

Itell the^, AUamnt\ 
Such Hearts as ours ^ere never pairM above; 
Ill-fuited to each other; join'ij, not match'd? 
Some fizTlen Influence, a Foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal Marriage to uhdo us . ' ' ' 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds,. 
How very.mtich ^e differ. Ev'n this; Day, 
That fills thee witK fuch Ecftafy'and Tranfport, 
To me bring« nothing that fhould make me bkfii it. 

Or 



The Fair Pekitent. 255 

Or think it better than the Day before, 

Or any other in the Courfe of Tipie, 

That dully took its turn, and was forgotten. . 

ALTAMONT, 
If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happinefs, 
To knwv non^ fair, none excellent, befi<ie thee; . 
If dill to love thee with unweary*cl Conftancy 
Through ev ry Seafon, ev'ry Change of Life, 
Through wrinkled Age, throughSickn^AandMisfottune^ 
Be worth the leaft Return of grateful Love, 
O then let my Califta blefs this Day, 
And fet it down for happy. 

CJLISTA. 

*Ti8theDay 
In which my Father gave tny H^nd tor Aitamonty 
As fuch I will remember it for ever. 

Enfer Sciolto, Ho-ratio, aWLavinia- 

SCIOLTO. 
Let Mirth go on, let Pleafure know no paufc. 
But fill up every Minute pf this Day. 
'Tis yours,' my Children, facred to your LOves; 
The glorious Sun himfelf for you looks gay, 
Ht flSnes for Altamont and for Califia, 
Let there be Mu fie, let the Mafter touch 
The fprightly String, and foftly. breathing FlatCi 
•Tilt Harmony roufe ev'ry gentle Paflion,- 
Teach the cold Maid to bfe her Feirs in Love, 
And the fierce Youth to languifti at her T^e:, 
Begin : - cv'n Age i^felf is chear'd with Mufic, " 
It wakes a glad Remembrance of on? Vouth, 
Calls back ps^ Joys, and warms us into Tranfport. 
[Hei-e am Entertainmtnt of Mufie amtDaniing* 

SONG. 
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song: 

By Mr. CONGREFE. 

I. 

AH J! ay ! ah turn ! ah, <whither txrotttdyoujly^ 
Too charming^ too rdentlefs Maid ? 
I follow not to Conquer^ hut to Dii\ 

Tbu o/fhefearjvl are afraid, ^ 

II. 
In vain J call; for Jhe like fleeting Air^ 

When preft hyfome Umpejluous Wind, 
Flies fnvifterfr^m the Vaice of my Defpair, 

N(^r cq/ls om.fityifig Look behind*' - - ^ 

SCiOLTO. 
Take care my Gates be open^ bid all welcome; 
All wlio' rejoice with me to-day are Friends: 
Let each indulge his.Geniusy each be glad, 
Jocund and ^e, and fwell the Feaft with-^irtk. 
The fprigdtly Bowl fhall chearfully go 'round. 
None ihall be grave, nor too feverdy wife ; 
LoiTes and DifappointmentSy Cares and Poverty^ 
The rich Man's Infolence, and great Man s Scor&> 
In Wine fhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will he too foot! to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh I grant ye Powers, that 1 may fee thefe happy, 

• [Pointing to Altamont and Cali&a, 
Compleatly bleil». and I have Life enough i 
And leave the reft indifferently to Fate. [Exeuni. 

Manet H o it ii T i o. 

HORATIO. 
What if, while all arc here intent «n Revelling, 
I privately went forth, and fought LQthuri§F • 

TkT 
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This Letter may be forged; perhaps the Wanronnefs 
Of his vain Youth, to ftain a Lady's Fame; 
Perhaps his Malice to difkirb my. Friend, 
Oh no! my Heart forebodes it ihoft be true, 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the Start* of QuUt^ 
That Ihook her Soul ; tho' damn'd DiiTimulation 
Skreen'd her dark Thoughts, and fet to- public View 
A fpccious Face of Intiotence and Beauty. 
Oh, falfe Appearance! What is all our SovVeignty, 
Our boated Pow>? when they oppofe their Arts, 
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
With fuch fmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 
The firft fair Sbe beguiPd her eafy L6rd j . 

Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware. 
He fell unthiukfrig in .the fatal Snare; \ 

Nor could believe that fuch a Heav'nly Face 
Had barg^in'd with the. Devil, Jp damn her wretched. 
Race. [Exit. 



S C E N E II. 

The Street near Sciolto*J Palace. ' ' 

Enter L o T H a n x o and R o s s a m o. 

' I'OrHJRiO, ■ , 

TO tell t^ce then the Purport of my T^iQugkts i 
The Lofo of diis fond Paper would not give mc 
A Momentof J6ifqidet, wcre.it not 
My Inftrument of V^engeance on this AUamont-, 
Therefore I mean to wait (omz Opportunity 
Of ipeakiQg widi the Maid we faw'this Monrfng* <" 

ROSSANO' 
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'.-. . .. ROSJAN^O, . 

I wifh you. Sir, to think upon the Danger 
Of being feen; to-da)^ their Friends are roun4 'cnr. 
And any Eye, that lights by chancy on you. 
Shall put your Life and Slfety to the Ha2^ard. ^ 

\7hfy cwfer afijt* 

* 

» • • • 

Entrr Horatio. 

aORJTIO. 

Still I muft doubt fome Myftery of Mifchiefi 
Some Artifice beneath, Lothario's Fsither , 
Il^hew him well, he was fagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils, 
But of a cold, unaftive Hand in War; • 
Yet withthefe Coward's Virtues he undid ' 
My unfufpefting, valiant, honefl Friend. 
This Son, if FamemiflUk'es'nof, is moreliof. 
More open and unartful — Ha! He's here f [^Seeing httru 
^ , LOTHARIO > 

Damnation f He again ! This fecond Time 

To-day he has croft .'^e lik^ my evil Genio). 

HORATIO. 
I fought you, Sir. 

LOTHARIO. 
'Tis well then I am foundr i 

' HORATIO. 
'Tis well you are ;> The Man vy(hp^ wrongs my Friend 
To the Earth V utmoft Verge I would purfue; 
No. Place, tho* e*er •fb hbly, fliould prote^ him; . "^ • 
No Sh^e that artful Fear e er form'd ihbuld hide him, 
*Till he fair Anfwer made, and did me Juiiice. 

LOTHARIO, 
Ha? dofl thou know me? thattl am Lothario? -J 
As grea^a Name as this proad City boafts of. 1 

Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio? 
^ ' V That 
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That I ihould bafdy hide me from his Anger, 

Left he ihould chide me for his Friend's Difpleafure > 

HORATIO, 

The brare, 'lis true,- do never fliun the Light, 
Juft dJ their Tlioughts, and open are their Tempers, 
Freely without Difguife they love and hate. 
Still are they found in the fair Face of Day, 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Aflions. 

LOTH JRIO, 

Such let 'cm be of mine ; there's not a Purpofe^ 
Which my St)ol ever fram'd, or my Hand adled. 
But I could well have bid the World look on, 
And what I once durft do, have dar'd to jadify^. 

HORATIO. 

Where was this open Boldnefs, this free Spirit? 
When but this vtry Morning I furpriz'd ihce. 
In bafe, difhcneft Privacy, confulting 
And Jbribing a poor mercenary Wretch, 
To fell her Lady*s Secrets, ftain her Honor, 
And with a forgM Contrivance blaft her Virtue : 
At Sigh^ of me thou flcd'ft ! 

LOTHARIO. 

Hal fled from thee? 

HORATIO. 
Thou fled'il! and Guile was on thee, like a Thief, 
A Pilferer defcry'd in fome dark Corner, 
Who ^ere had lodg'd with mifchievoas Intent 
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reft, 
And do a midnight Murder on the Sleepers. 

LOTHARIO. 
Slave] Villain! \Offersto dra^Wj Roff&no bo/dj If jm. 

ROSSANO. 
♦ Hold, my Lord! thin k 'where you are^ 

Think how unfafe and hurtful to your Hpnor, 

It 
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It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
And fhock the peaceful City with a Broil. 

LOTHJRIO, 
Then iince thou doft provoke my Vengeance^ know < 

I would not for this City's Wealthy for fll • 
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, 
But that the Joys I reap 'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife oi Altamnty ihould be as public 
As is the Noon day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 
Think'ft thou I meant the Shame flwuld be conceaTd? 
Oh no ! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was feme fit Meffenger to bear Uie Newt 
To the dull doating Husband; now I have found him. 
And thou art he. 

HORAi:iO. 
I hold thee bafe enough . 
To break though Law, and fpurn at iacred Order, 
And do a brutal Injury like this ; 
Yet mack me well, young Lord, I think Odifia 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soal, 
To be the Prey of fuch a Thing as thou art. 
'Twas baf<i and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
To forge a Scrowl fo villainous and loofe, 
AM mark it with a noble Lady's Name; , 

Thefe are the mean, difhoneft Arts of Cowards, 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers; 
Wha bred at Home in Idlenefs and Riot, 
Ranfack for Miftrefles th' unwholfom Stews, 
And never know the Worth of virtuous Love. 

LOTHJRIO, 
Think'ft thou I forgM the Letter? Think fo Hill, 
Till the broad Shame come flaring in thy Face, ♦ 
And Boys fhall hoot the Cuckold as he pafies. \ 

HORATIO. 
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HORATIO. 
Away f no Woman could defcend fo low': 
A flcipping, dancing, worthlefs Tribe you artf/ 
Fit pnly for yourfclvcs. You herd together ; 
And when the circling Glaft warms yota- vain Hearts, 
You talk oT Beauties that you never fa w. 
And fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of .Saints, who never yet had Being, 
Or being, ne*er were Saints, are not fo falfc 
As the fond Tales which you recount of Love. 

LOTHJRIO. 
But that I do not hold it worth my leifure, 
1 could produce fuch damning Proof—* 

HORATIO. 

*Tis falfc: 
You blaft the Fair with Lies becaufe they fcorn you. 
Hate you like Age, like Uglinefs and Impotence ; 
Rather than makeyou bleft, they Wou*d die Virgins, 
And flop the Propagation of Mankind. 

LOTHARIO. 

It is the Curfe of Fools tD be fecure. 
And that be thine ^nd AUamont^ s : Dream on. 
Nor think upon my Vengeance. *till thou feel'il it. 

HORATIO. 

Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel ; 
Tho* I think greatly of Ca/ifias Virtue 
And hold it far beyond thy Pow*r to hurt; 
Yet as fhe fhares the Honor of my Ahamont^ 
That Treafure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 
And kept at Life's Expence, I muH not have 
(Mark roe, young Sir) her very Name profan'd. 
Learn to reflrain the Licence of your Speech 5 
'Tis held you are too lavilh : Wheh you are met 
Among your Setof Fools, talk of your Drefs, 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horfes, and yourfelves \ 

Tie 



1 

262 The Fair Penitent. 

*Tis fafer and becomes your Under(bndings, 

LOTHJRIO, 
What if wepafs beyond this folemn Order ? 
And in Defiance of the Hern Horatio , ^ 

Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter loofe, • 
And ufe his facred Friend (hip for our Miith. 

• HORJTIO. 
*Tis well I Sir, you are pleafan t ■ 

LOTHJRJQ. 

By the Joys, 
Which yet my Soul has uncontrolled purfu'd, 
I would not turn afide from my leafl Pleafure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way ; 
But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commoners, 1 

That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow Vy Gardens, 
Rifle, the Sweets, and tafle the choicefl Fruits, 
Yetfcorn to ask the Lordly Own«r's Leave. 

HORATIO, 
What Liberty has vain prefumptuous Youth, 
That thou fliould'fl dare provoke me unchailisM ? 
But henceforth. Boy, I warn thee fliun my Walks ; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place 
Again thou'rt found, expedt a Puniflunent, 
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 
£xa£l from thofe who wrong 'em much, ev*n Death; 
Or fomething worfe j an injured Huiband's Vengence ^ 

Shall print a thoufand Wounds, tear thy fine Form« 
And fcatter thee to all the Winds of He^v'n. 

LOTHARIO. 
Is then my Way in Genoa prefcrib'd. 
By a Dependant on the wretched j^/aar0«/, 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns, 
And vouches for his Valor's Reputation ? 

HORATIO, 
Away> thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners. 

3 LOTH^ 
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LOTHARIO. 
Priftiiercl>eia Name more vile, liis Fcrafite: 
A Beggar VPwtifitc! . ., , * [ 

HORATIO, 
Now^Uam Humanity, 
[Offirs toftriie him, Roifano intirpofi$. 
Since Brutes andBc^s are i»iy taught with Blows. 

I4OS.HJRIO. 
I)4ii«iationJ . T ITifiy iiraw. 

ROSS A NO. 

Hold, this gof s xu> f«rt|u;riiare, 
Horath^ 'tis too flittch j already i^e, 
TheCrOAydare^g^tli'nng tojw. / .. 

LOTHARIO. 

Oh Rafutol 
Ox give me waj> or thou art no more my Fucnd, 

ROSSANO. 
ScieUo's Servants too have ta'en th 'Alarm; 
You^U be oppreft by Numbers : be advjjjd. 
Or I muft force you hence; take't on my Word, 
You fhall have Juftice done you on Horatio, 
Put up« my Lord. 

LOTHARIO. 

yhis we'not brook Delay; 

Weft of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks, 

Two Hours ere NoOn to-morrow I expeft thee. 

Thy iinglc Hand to mine, 

HORATIO. 

1^1 meet thee there, 

LOTHARIO. 
To-morrow, oh my better Stars ! to-morrow 
Exert your Influence, ihine ilrRgly for me; 
^Tis not a common Conquefl I would gain. 
Since Love> as well as Arms, muft grace my Triumph. 

[Exatnl Lothario afij RoiTano* 
. . HORA' 
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HORATIO: 
Two Ufiiirs^ercNooa to-momMvl . Ha ! ere tkat 
He fees CaliJIdJ Oh unthinking Fool*--^ 
What if I urg'd her with the Crime and Danger? 
If any Spark from. Heav*A remain unquench'd 
Within her Breaft, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou'd I btttprofper there, I.woe*d notdoabt 
My Combat with ^at loud Taia-giorioirs Boafter. 
•Were fOM, ye Fair« but cautious whom ye •tnill. 
Did you but think haw ieldom" Fools are juf(. 
So many of ^otir Sex ^MovU'd ao< in rain* 
Of broken Vows, and faithlofs MeiT, complain. 
Of all the various Wretches Love h^s made. 
How few have been by Men oT Senfe betrayed? 
Convinced by Reafon, they your PowV confefs, 
Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas VI to Hefs, 
And confcious of your Worth, can never love you lefs. 




ACT 
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ACT ni. SCENE I. 
An Apartment in S c i o l t oV Talace. 

Enter ScioltoWCalista, 

SCJOLTO. 

NOW by my Life, my Honor, 'tis too much; 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, 
Pcrvcrfe and fullcn ^11 this Day of Jqy ? 
When ev'ry Heart was chear'd, and Mirth went round. 
Sorrow, Difpleafurc, and repining Anguifh, 
Sat on thy Brow ; like fome malignant Planet, 
Foe to the Harvcft, and the healthy Year, 
Who fcouls advcrfe, and lours upon the World ; 
Whett all the other Stars, with gentle Afpcft, * 
Propitious ihlne, and meaning Qood to Man. 

CJLISTjf. 
Is then the Ta(k of Duty half perform'd ? 
Has not your Daughter giv'n hcHelf to Jltamont, 
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will 
To an imperious Huiband's lordly Rule, 
To gratffy a Father's ftem Command ? * 1 

SCIOLTO. 

Doil thou complain ? 

CALISTA. 
For Pity do not frown then. 
If in defpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 
Vol.' I. ■ N * a 
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'^ A Sigh breaks oat» or a Tear falls by chance ; 
Fox oh f that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger* 
Is the fad Native of Ci^^'s Bread, 
And once pQileft will never quit its Dwelling, 
•Till Life, the Prop of all,, /hall leaVe the BuHding, 
Totttmble down, and moulder into Roil). 

SCIOLTO. 
Now by the facred Duft of that dear Saint, 
That was thy Mother^ by her wondrous Goodnei^ 
Hcrfoft, her tender, moil complying Sweetnefs^ 
I fwear fome fullen Thooght that ihuns the Light, 
Lurks underneath diat Sadnefs in thy Vifage. 
But mark me well ; tbb* by yon' Heav*a I love thee. 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can ; 
Yet ihoa'dft thou (which the Pow*rs above forbid) 
£!er iiain the Honor of thy Name with Infamy, 
I caftthee off, as one whofe Impious Hlnid« 
Had rent afunder Nature's neareft Ties, 
Which once divided never join again. 
To-day, I've made a noble Youth thy Hulband, 
ConAder well his Worth, reward his Love, 
3e wilhng to be happy, and thou art fo. ^ 

[5;r// Scioko, 

Howhardiis the Condition of our Sex. 
Thro' cv'iy State of Life the Slaves of Man ? 
In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 
A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, 
And deals out Pleafure wkh a Scanty Hand : 
To his. the Tyrant Haflwrnd's Reign fttcceeds I 
Proud with Opinion of fi^>erior Reafon, 
He holds domeftic Bus'nefs and Devotion 
All we are capable to know, and ihuts us. 
Like claifter'd Idiots, fromthe World a Acquaintance, 
And all the Jays-of Freedom* Wherefore are we 

Bom 
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Born with high Soub, feut to affeit ourfelvesi 
Shake of this vik Obedience they exaA, 
And claim an equal £nipire o'ef the World f 

Emir H o It A T I o. 

HORATIO. 
She's here ! yet oh ! my Tongue is at a Lofs : 
Teach vat, foott Pow'r^ t&at happy Art of Speech^ 
To drefs iny'Pai|»olb up in gracious Words; 
Such as may foftiy flsal upon her Soul, /- 

And never waken the tempetuous Paffioss. 
By Heav*n fte weeps ! ■ Forgive me, Fair Odifia^ - 
If I prefume on Privilege of Friendfliip, 
To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils 
That hurt your Peace» and qaendi thofe Eyes in Tears. 

CJLISTJ. 
To fteaIun]ook'd-£)roA my private Sorronr, 
Speaks not the Man of Honor^ nor the l^nend^- 
But rather means the Spy. 

HORATIO. 

Unkindly fud I 
For oh ! as fure as you accufe'me falfly, 

I come 10 prove myf<^ Calijta^s Friend. 

GAL I ST A. 
You are my Hufband's Friend, the Friend oIAItamoni. 

HORATIO. 
Are yon not /me ? Are yon not joiti'd by Heav*n^ 
Each interwoven with die cTthei^s Pate } 
Are you not mix'd Hke* Streams t>f meeting Rivers^ 
Whcrfe blended Waters* are no more di(tinguifh*d» 
But roll into the Sea, one common Flood } 
Then, who can ^e his Priendfhip but to one ? 
' Who canbe ^/a/»9»/^*8^ and not OdtflAk \ 
• . •- • 
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CJLISTJ. 
Force, and the Wills of 'our imperioas R!ilen> 
May bind two Bodies in on^^i^etched Chain ; 
But Minds will ilill look back to their own Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 
Stands on the Shore, and fends his Wi(hes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. 

HORATIO. 
When Souls thatihould a^ee to Will the fame. 
To have one common Objedt for their Wifhes, 
Look different vt^ays, regardlefs of e^h other^ 
Think what a Train of Wetchednefs enfaes; 
Lovefh^U be banifh'd fipm die genial ^d. 
The Nights ihall all be lonely and unquiet. 
And cv'xy Day ihall be a Day of Cares. 

CALIS.TA 
Then all the boafted Office of thy Friendfliip, 
Was but to tell Califta what a Wretch ihe is ; 
Alas ! what n^de4 ^hat t 

HORJTIO, 

/\ : s01\! rather fay, 

I came to tell her how ihe might be happy ; 
To footh the fecret Anguiih of her Soul, 
To comfort that fair Mourner^ that forlpm one» 
And teach her Steps to know the^J'aths of Peace, 

Cjlistj, 

Say thou, to whom this Paradife is known, 
Where lies thel>lisfulJlegion I Mark my Way to it. 
For oh f 'ids fure, I long to be at Reft. 

HORATIO. 

Then ^to be Good is to be Happy;— -Angels . 

Are happier than Mankind, becanfe they a^re better. ' 
Guilt is the Source of Sq^^ow ; *tis the Fiend, 
Th'avenging Fiend, that follows us behind 
With Whips and Stings ; the Bleft know none o/diis, 

Sot 
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Bot reft in everlafling Peace of Mind, 

And £nd the Height of all their Hear'n is Goodnefs. 

CALISTA. 
And what bold Parafite's officioas Tongue 
Shall'dare to tax Caltfia\ Name with Guilt I 

HORATIO. 

None fhoold; but 'tis a bufy talking World» 
.T^at with licentious Breath blows like the Wind,. 
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 

CALISTA. 

What my^c Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, ' 
Which thoji wott'dft f($eni unwilling to exprefs. 
As if it meant Diihonor to my Virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous (huffling Phrafe, 
And let thy Oracle be underftood. 

HORATIO. 

Lothario t 

CALISTA. ' ' 

Ha * What wou*dft thou mean by hiin ? 

HORATIO. 
Lothario and Califial ■ - T hus they join 
Two Names, which Heav'n decreed fhouldnever meetr; 
Hence have the Talkers of diis populous City^ 
A ihameful Tale to tell for public Sport, 
Of an unhappy Beauty, afalfe Fair One, 
Who plighted, to a noble Youth her Faith» • 

When file had giv'n her Honor to a Wretch^ 

. CALISTA. 
Death I and Confudon I have I liv'd to this ? 
Thus to be treated with uumaaly Infolence ! 
To be the Sport of a loofc Ruffian's Tongue-I 
Thus to be us'd ! thus ! like the vileft Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. 

HORATIO. 
* By Honor and fair Truth you wrong me much > \ 

N 3 Por 
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For, on my Soul, nothiog but ftrong Neceffitjr 
Cott'd urge tny Tongae to this nngratefal Office : 
I came with firong Reludance, as if Death 
Had ftood a-crofs my Way, to fave your Honor, 
Yoors and Sdoho\ yours and Jltamonfz ; 
Like one who ventores through a burning Pile, 
To fave his tender* Wife with all her Brood 
Of litde Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin. 

CJLISTA, 
Is this ! is this the famous Friend of AUamoni^ 
For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms ren0wn*d ? 
Is this? this Tale. bearing, officious Fellow, 
That watches for Intelligence from Eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jealous Hufband, 
That fills his eafy Ears with monftrous Talcs* • 
And makes him tofs, and rave, and wreak at length 
^loody Revenge on his defencelefs Wife ; 
Who guiltlefs dies> becaufe her Fool ran mad ? 

HORATIO. 
Alas ! this Rage is vain ; fbr if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth yonr Care, yon moil be calm. 
And liften to the Means are left to fave *em« 
*Tis now the locky Minutte of your Fate. 
By me your Genius fpeaks, by me it warns yoQ, 
Never to fee that curft Lotbmrio more ; 
Unlcfs you mean to be defpis*d, be (hunnM 
By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons i 
Unlefs you have devoted this rare Beauty 
To Infamy, Wfeafes, ProfBtution. 

C All ST A. 
Dilhonorblaftthee, bafe, unmannerM Slave f 
That dar'ft forget my Birrii, and facred Sex, 
And (hock me widi the -rude unhallowM Smrnd.^ 

HORATIO. 
Here kneel, and in the awful Face of Heav'n 

Breathe 
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Breathe oat a folemn Vow, nevet to fee. 
Nor think, ifpoffible, on him that ruxn'dthee^ 
Or by my A/tamont*^ dear Life I fwear. 
This Paper ! — Nay you.maft not fly !— This Paper,. 

\Hol£ng biP^ 

This guilty Paper fhall divulge your Shame 

CALlSrJ. 
Whatmean'ft thou by that Paper ? What Contrivance 
Haft thou hten forging to deceive my Father, 
To turn his Heart againft his wretched Daughtep^. 
-That Altamont and thou may ftarchis Wealth ? 
A Wrong like this will make me ev*n forget 

The Weaknefs of my Sex. ^Oh for a Sword^ . 

To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 
That forg'd the Scrowl. . 

HORATIO. 

Behold, can this be forg'd ^ 

See whe» CaJifta% Name— 

CALISTA. 

To Atoms thus, [Tearing //.]. 

Thus let me tear the vile, detefted Fal(hood>. 
The wicked, lying. Evidence of Shame* 

HORATIO. 
Confttfion ! 

CALISTAi 
Henceforth, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
To brea^ an Accent that may touch my Virt«e-; 
I am myfelf the Guardian of my Honor, 
And wo'not bear fo infolent a Monitor. 

Enter Altamont..- 

ALTAMONT. 
Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Brides 

N 4. Jpy 
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Joy of my Heart, and Plcafare of my Eyes, 
The Wifli, and Care, and Bus'ncfs of my Youth ? 
Oh ? let me find her, fnatch her to my Breaft ! 
And tell her fhe delays my Blifs too long, 
*TelI my foft Soul ev'n fickens with Defire. 

Diforder'd ] and in I'ears f Horatio too ! . 

My Friend is in Amaze ! What can it mean ? 

Till me, Caiija, who has done thee wrong. 
That my fwifc Sword may find out the Offender^ 
And do thee ample Juflice. 

CJLISTA. 

Turn to him. 

JLTJMONT. 
Horatio \ 

CALISTA. - 
To that Infolent. 

J LTJMONT. 

Wly Friend ! 
Could he do this ! He, who was half myfelf f - 
One Faith has ever bound as, and one Reafon 
Guided our Wills : have I not found him juft. 
Honed as Truth itfelf? And cou'd he break 
The Sanftity of Friendfli.^ ? Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of Jltamont in his Califtaf 

CALISTA. 
I thought what jullice I ihou'd find from thee f 
Go fawn upon him, liften to his Tale, 
Applaud his Malice, diat would blaft my Fame> 
Asd treat me like a common Proftitute. 
Thou art perhaps Coiifed'rate in his MifchieC 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 

ALTAMONT. 
Oh impious ! What prefumptuous Wretch ihall dare 
To oiler at an Injury like that i 

Piiefthood, nor Age, nor Cowardife itfelf, 

Shall 
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Shall fave him from the Fary of my Vengeance. 

CJLISTA, 

The Man who dar^d to do it was Horatio f 
Thy darling Friend I 'Twas Altamoni\ Horatio ! 
But mark me well 1 while thy divided Heart 
Dote»on a Villain that has wrong'd me thos. 
No Force fhall drag me to thy hat^ Bed j 
Korean my cruel Father's Pow'rdo more 
Than (hut me in a Cloifter ; there, well pleas'di 
Religious Hardihips^illl learn to bear. 
To faft, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'rj 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely C^U,. 
With melancholy, fpeechlefs Saints to dwell ; 
But blefs the Day I to tha,t Refugp ran, 
Fr^e from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 
Alan. [£;r/> Caliita. 

AirAMON r. 

She's, gone; and as fhe went, ten thoufand Fires 
Shot from her angry Eyes, as if fhe meant 
Too well to kec|) the cr«el Vow fhe made. 
Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me. 
What means this wild Confufion in thy Looks ? 
As if ^thott wert at variance with thyfelf, 
Madnefs and Reafon combating within thee. 
And thou wert doubtful which ihoudget the better.. 

HORATIO. 

I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
Has otherwife decreed it; thou haft feen 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fai^ CaUJa^ 
Thou haft beheld her Tears. 

All: A MO NT. 

* ' ' ' I have feen her weep^. 

IVcfeen that lovely One, that dear CaHfia] ^ 
Complaining in the Bittemefs of Sorrovi-, 
That thou 1 my Fticndl Horatio I thou haft wrong'd her, 

^ . N S HO* 
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HO RAT 10. 

That I have wrong'd her ! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that^rich Stream which warms her Heart, and 

number'd 
For evVy falling Tear a drop of Blood-, 
It had not been too much'; for ihe has ruin'd th«e» 
£v*n thee, myAUfunont! She has undone thee. 

ALT A MONT. 

DoftthonjoinKuio withCa/^a^a Name? 
What is fo fair fo exquiiitefy good ? 
Is ihe not more than Painting can exprefs. 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love? 
Does ihe not come, like Wifdom, or good Fortune, 
Replete witbBlefiil^s, giving Wealth and Honor ? 
The Dowry which ihe brings is Peace and Pleafur^ 
And everlafiing Joys are in her Arms. 

HORATIO. 
It had been better thon hadfC liv'd a Beg^, 
And fed on Scraps at great Mens* furl;^Doop», 
Than to have matchM with one fo faUe, ft^fate! ■ ■ 

ALTAMONT. 
it is too mnch/for Prienddiipto allow thee r 
Becaufe I tamely bore the Wrong thou didft hef;^ 
Thou doit avow the barbVoos^ bmtal Piart, 
And urge the Injuiy ev'n to my Faoe. 

HORATIO. 
I fee (be'ks got Pofleifion of thy Heart, 
She'as charm'd thee* like a Sir^n, to he^B«d, 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Soand»; 
Too late the Rocks and Qnick-fands will appear -: 
When thou art wreckt upon th« fhithlefs Shore, 
Then vainly wiih tbon hadfl not left thy Friend, 
*To foliowher Delufion. 

ALTAMONT. 

If thy Fricndifaip. 

Do 
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•Do churliQily deny my Love a Roorn,^, 
It is not worth my keeping^ I difclaim it. 

HORATIO. 
Canft thou ib foon forget whatlVe bieen to thee ? 
I'lhar'd ^ Task of Natare with thy Father, 
And form'd with Care thy unexperienced Youth.^ 
To Virtue and to Arms, 
Thy noble Father, Oh ^hou light young Manf 
Wou'd he have us*d me thus f One Fortune fed us^. 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flourifh'd, and together fcH. 
He call*d me Friend, like thee : wou'd he have left me : 
Thus ? for a Woman ? nay, a vile one too ? 

ALTAMONT. 
Thba canft not, dar'ft not mean it; fpeak again, ^ 
Say, who is vile ? but dare not name Qalifta, 

HORATIO, 
I had not fpoke at foft, unlefs compeU'd, 
And forcf d to clear myfelf ; but iince thus urg'd^, 
I:muft avow I do not know a viler.. 

ALTAMONT. 
Thott wcrt my Father^S" Friend, he lov'd thee well ;.; 
Jk kind of venerable Mark of hin) 
Hangs round thee, and proteds thee ftom my Veni^:. 

gcnce: 
I i cannot, dare not lift my Sword againft thee,. 
But henceforth never let me fee thee more. 

[Goiag ottU- 

HORATIO. 
Hove theeftill, ungrateful as thou art. 
And muft, and will prefervc thee from Diftonor, 
£v*n iadcfpite of thee. IHelds him 

ALTAMONT. 
Let go my Arnu 

HOJiA. 
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HORATIO. 
If Honor be thy Care, if thou wou'dft live. 
Without the Name of credulous* wittai Husband, 
Avoid thy Bride, fhun her detefled Bed, 
The Joys it yields arc daih'd with Poifo n - 

ALTAMONT. 

Off! 
To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 

HORATIO. 
She is pnlluted ! flain'd I 

ALTAMONT. 

Madnefs and Raging I 

But hence ! 

HORATIO. 
Difhonor'd by the Man you hate«> 

ALTAMONT. 
I pr'ythee loofe me yet, for thy own fake. 
If Life be worth the ketping.— — 

HORATIO. 

By LotbarU, 

ALTAMONT. 
Perdiuon take thee, Villain« for tho^FaUkood. 

[Strikes bim. 
Kow nothing but thy Life can make Atonement. 

HORATIO, 
A blow ! Thou haft us'd me well ■ . [Draws. 

ALTAMONT. 

This to thy Heart-— 

HORATIO. 

Yet hold ! By Heav'n his Father's b his 

. Face, 
Spite of my- Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Tcn- 

dernefs. 
And I cou'd rather die myfelf than hart him. • 

JLTA^ 
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^LTJMONT. 
Defend thyfelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
I fwear the poor Evafion (hall not fave thee. 

HORATIO. 
. Yet hold I thou know'ft I dare f — Think how we Ve 

liv'd 

[T^^y fght; Alumont frejes on Horatio, luho reiiriu 
Nay ! then 'tis brutal Violence? and thus. 
Thus Nature bids me guard the Life fhegave. 

Uhey fight. 

L A V I N I A intiTi^ and runs bet^ween their Swordt, 

LA FIN J A 
My Brother F my Horatio! is it poffible? 
Ohf turn your cruel Swords upon /rizv;»r/Vf. 
If yon muft quench your impious Rage in Blood, 
Behold my Heart fhall give you all her Store, 
To iiave thofe dearer Streams that flow from yours. 

ALTAMONT. 
*Tis well thou haft found a Safe-guard; none but this. 
No Pow'r on Earth cou'd fave thee from my Fury, 

LAV INI A. 
Oh fatal, deadly Sound f 

HORATIO. 

Safety from thee ? 
Away, vain Boy \ Haft thou forgot the Reverence 
' Due to my Arm, thy firft, thy great Example, 
Which pointed out thy Way to noble Daring, 
And ihew'd thee what it Was to be a Man? 
. LA FIN I A. 

What bufy, medling Fiend, what Foe to Goodnefs, 
Could kindle fuch a, Difcord ? Oh ! lay by 
Thofe moft ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unlefs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, ' 
Should fbetch me out at your relcntlefs Feet, 

3 A 
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A wretched Coai^ej^ th« Vidim of your Fury. 

HORATIO. 

Ask'ft thou what made us Foes? ^twas-hafelng^atitiide;' \ 

n^vias fttch a Sin to Fiicndflup, 'as Hcav'n's Mercy, \ 

That flriveswithMaa'suntowaiid, mo n ilt o u sWickednefs,, 
Unweary'd with forgiving, fcarce coul4 pardon. 
He, who was all to me. Child! Brother! Friend f 
With barbVous bloody Malice, ibught my Life« 

JLTAMONT, 

Thou art my Sifter, and I would not make thee . 
The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Red, 
Therefore thy HnsbandV Life i» fafe ; hot warn htai y , 
No more to know this hofpitable Roof. 
He has bat ill repaid ScioUo\ Bounty ;, . 

We muA not meet; 'tis dangerous; farewel. 

IHiu^m, Lxvima ifolds h'm* 
LAFINIA 
Stay AUamofU, my Brother Stay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature,; 
The kind Confent Of our agreeing Minds, , 1 

Have made us dear to one another, (lay. 
And fpeak one gentle Word to yoxxx Horutiot \ 

Behold, his Anger melts, he long^ to love yony 
To call you Friend, then pre(s you hard, with al£i 
The tender, fpeechlefs Joy of Reconcilement. 

ALTAMON7, 
It cannot, iha^not be! — you muil not hold me.. 

LAFINIA. 
Look kindly then! 

ALT A MO NT. . 
Each Minute that I ftay^ . 
Ts a new Injury to fair Califta, 
From thy falfc Friendfhip to her Arms I'll flyj; 
There, if in any paufe of Love I reft, 
Breathlefs with Biifs, upon her panting Brcaft^ 

la': 
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In h]^oktn melting Accents I wiH (Wear, 
Henceforth to trn^ my Heart with none h^ her; 
Then own the Joys, whkh on her Charms attend. 
Have more than paid me for my feithleft Friend. 

HO RATIO, 

Oh, raifethee, my Lawnia^ from the Earth; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
This wottdVons waftc of Tears, too much to give,, ' 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 

LA FIN I A. 

Is there notcaUfe for Weeping? OYiHbrath! 
A Brother and a Husband were my Treafure, 
'Twas all the little Wealth that poor La<uima 
Sav'd frofm the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortune*^, 
One half is loft already ; if thou Icav'ft me. 
If thou ihouldil prove unkind to me, as Altamont^^ 
Whom i^all- 1 find to pity ii\y Diftre'ii^ 
To have Compafllbn on a helplefs Wanderer,. 
And giVe her where to lay her wretched Head? 

HORATIO. 

Why doft thou wound me with thy foft ComplaimngaF 
Tho* Attamont be falfe, and ufe me hardly. 
Yet think not I impute his Crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forfaken, for I'll keep thee 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happinefi. 
Heav'nform'd thee gentle, feir,.and fall ofGoodnefs, 
.And made thee all my Portion here on Earth,- 
It gave thee to me, as a large amends. 
For Fortune, Friends, and.all the World befide. 

LAVIN-IA. 

Then you wHl love me dill, cherifh me ever. 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Bofom : 
Here end my Cares, nor will I lofe one Thought, 
How Wft.ihall live, or purchafe Food and Raiment. 

3 The 
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The hoi/ Pow'r* who clothe* the fenfelefi Bartk, 
WithWoodf, withFruit s, withFlow'rs and vcrdantGrafe. 
Whofe boanteoas Hand feeds the whole Brute Creadon^ 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us, 

HORJTIO. 

From GfOff^r From Falihood and Incohftancy, 
To fome more honeft diftant Clime we*ll go. 
Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 
For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 

LJVJNIA. 

.Yes, I will follow thee; forfake, for thee,. 
My Country; Brother, Friends, ev'n all I Jiave.;- 
Tho* mine's a little all; yet were it more, 
And better far, it fhou d be left for thee. 
And all that I wou'd keep fhou'd be Horatio* 
So when the Merchant {tts his Veflel lofl;, 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign Coaft, 
Gladly, for Lift, the Treafure he wou'd give ; 
And only wifhes to efcape, and live. 
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind» 
But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind> 

Cleayesto one faithfolPlank,andleavesthereSbehind, 

[Exeunt.^ 



y 



^MM'^ ■ : 1 




ACT 



7i&^ Fair Penitent.^ 281 




-^ * * A ■!»- -*■ ■* ■*. ^. A j^ Jl ■♦- jm. ^. .*■ ■•l .fc ■!•- A .1. Jfc. ■*■ ■*■ -* J*. A A f ..f , A ,♦ if 4 *, A 

V W V W W '*' V 4" V ■'I' '4' # IF V •I' *' V V "4' V '*' '9 '4' V W '♦' W T '• • W 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A GARDE N. 

Eitier Altamomt. 

. J L T J M O N r. 

WITH what unequal Tempers are we form'd ? 
One Day theSoul, fapine with Eafe and Folncfs^ 
Revels fecore^ and fondly tells heifelfy 
The Hour of Evil can return no more; 
The next, the Spirits pall'd, and fick of Riot, 
Turn all to Difcord, and we hate our Beings, 
Corfe the paft Joy, and think it Folly all. 
And Bittemefs, and Angoifli. Oh I laft Night f 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back 
For all that Mafs of Friendfliip which I fquander'd? 
Coldnefs, . Averfion, Tears, and fuUen Sorrow, 
Dafh'd all my Blifs, and damp'd my Bridal Bed. 
Soon as the Morning dawn'd, (he vaniih^d from me, 
Relentlefs to the gentle Call of Love. 
I have loft a Friend, and I have gain d— a Wife \ 
Turn not to Thought, my Brain; but let me find 
Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down,. 
And let forgetful Dulnefs fteal upon me. 
To foften and afluage this Pain of thinking. [Exit^ 

Enter 
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Efittt LOTHA&XO Widf C A I. f S T »« 

LOTHARIO. 
Weep not, my Fair, bat let the God of Lore 
Laugh in thy Eyes, and revel in thy Heart, « 
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high,. 
To l^ht us to new Joys; nor let a Thought 
Of Difcord, or Difquiet pall, moleft thee; 
But to a long Oblivion g^ve thy Cares, 
And let Os melt the prefent Hour in ISM^f 

CJLISTA. 
Seek not to footh me with ehy falfe £ndearmenli>. 
To charm me with thy Softnels : ' *da in vain ; 
Thou canft no more betray, nor I be min'd. 

The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, 
Are wafted all and fled; thofe that remain 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguifh, and Repentance. 
I come to charge-tiiee with a long Acc0uBt^. 
Of all the Sorrows I have koown already* . 

And all Ihare to come; dwuhaft oodone me* ^ 

LOTHARIO. 

Unjofi Cc^tf / doft thon cali it Roin^ 
To love as we. have done; to melt and lai^fii^ 
To wi& for (bmewhatexquifitely Ha^py, 
And then bebleft er'n to thai&Wifh's Hdij^t } 
To die with Joy, and ftrait to Kve again, 
Speechlels to gaxe, and with tamultnoiia Tia&fpoit.-^ 

CAIISTA. 

Oh! let me hiear no mare, I cannot hear it 
^is deadly to Remembrance; let that Night; 
That ginlQr Night be blotted firom the Year, 
Let not the Voice of Min^ orMniic know it, 
Lettt be daik and deftriate, no Stan 
To glitter o'er it; let it wiflx for Light, 
Vet want it mil, and vainly wait the Dawn; 

Rot. 
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For 'twas dift Night that gave me up to Sliame, 
To Sorrow, to periidioos falfe Lotbario* 

LOTHARIO. 

Hear this, ye Powers ! mark how the fair Decdver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth ; 
She calls me falie, ev'n She, tbe fiaithlefs She, 
Whom jy«f and Night, whom Heav*n and Earth hav6 

heard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly protefl. 
Ten thoufand times, (he would be only mine^ 
And yet behold, (he has giv*n herfelf away. 
Fled horn my Arms, and wedded to another, 
Ev'n to the Man whom mot I hate on Earth. — -« 

CJLISTJ. 

Art thott fo baft to^uplvaid rae with a Crine^ 
Which notUsig but i^ Cmdty oooid caofe ? 
If Indignation, ragtag in my Sotd,. 
For thy mimaiily Infrtence and Scora^ 
Urg'd me to do a J>eed of Delperadoii^ 
And wound myfelf to be revenged on thee. 
Think whom I fbou'd devoDfe to Death aai IUI« 
Whom caifr> as my Undoer, hatLaiiuu^i 
Hadft thou been Jufir, not all Sdok^% PowV,. 
Not all the Vows and Prayers of fighing Jii^mont^^ 
Could have prevailed, or won me to forfake thee. 

LOTHARIO. 
How have I failVl in Jnftice, or in Love 9- 
Bnrns not my Flame as Inighdy as at firft ? 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, I languifh for- thee^ 
My Tranijports are a» fierce, at ftrong my Wi(hes» 
As if thou hadft never bkft me with thy Beauty. 

CALISTA. 
How didft thou da^e ta tilisk «hat I would livo 
A Slave tobafe IMfpes, and brunA Pleafims, 
To be a wretched Wlwloft for ihf LeiTure, 

To 
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To tpy» and wafte an Hour of idle Time witlv^ 
My Sdal difdains thee for fo mean a Thonght. 

LOTHARIO. 
The driving Storm ef Paffion will have way> 
And I muft yield before it; wert thou calm, 
Love, the poor CriminaJ, whom thon hail doom^d^ . 
das yet a dioufand tender Things to plead*. 
To charm thy Rage, and mi^ate his Fate. 

Efittr hibind them Altamomt. 

JLTAMONT, 
I have, loft my Peace — ^Ha ! do I lire and wakef— » 

CALISTJ. 
Had&thoa been trae» how happy had I been? 
Not Abamont^ but thon hadft been my Lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I Happinefs with thee? 
It is for thec> for thee, that I am corft; 
For thee, my fecret Soal each Hoar arratgnt me» 
Calls me to anfwer for my Virtoe ilain*d, . ' 
My Honor loft to thee ; for thee k haant» tB»y 
With 0em Sci9k9 vowing Vengeance on mr;^ 
With AUaimut complaining for his Wrongs -«*— 

ALTAMOm:. 
Behold him here ' [(^t^fimMrd^ 

CALISTA. 

Ahf IStarfing* 

ALTAMONT. 
. The Wretch I whom thon haft made^ 

Corfes and Sorrows haft thou heap'd upon him. 

And Vengeance is the only Good is left. [DravLing^ 

LOTHARIO. 
Thon haft ta'en me fomewhat unawares, *tis true^ 
But Love and War take turns like Day and Night,. 
And little Preparation ferves my turn. 

Equal to both» and arm*d for either field. 

We've 
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WeVe long been Foes, tSis Moment ends oar Quarrel; 
Farth, Heav'n,. and fair Ca/jj^^ judge the Combat. 

CALISTJ. 
Difcaaion! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and Death! 

ALTJMONT. 
Thou haft talk'd too much, Ay Breath is Poifon 

to me. 
It taints the ambient Air; this for my Father^ 
This for 5«W/#, and this laft for AUamonu. 

\7beyfybt ; Lothario is wtmnded once or tnmai 
: and then fM, 

LOTHARIO. 
Oh, Ahamont! thy Genius is die ftrpnger. 
Thou haft prevaiFd f^— My fierce, ambitious Soul 
JDeclihing droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
Yet let not diis Advantage fwcU thy Pride, 
I conquered in my turn, in Love I triumphed : 
Thofe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Pate; . 
That fweet Revenge comes fmiling to my Thoughts, 
Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Diei. 

CALISTA. 
And what remsujis for me, befet with Shame, 
Fncompafs'd round with Wretchednefs? There is 
Sut this one way, to break the Toil, and Tcape. 

iSbe catchs uf Lothario'^ Sword, and ofirs to kili 
her/elf I Altainont runs Jo Jnr^ and wrffts U 
from,htr. 

ALTAMONT^ 
Wbat means thy frantic Rage ? 

CALISTA. 

Off I let me go. 

ALTAMONT. 
Oh I thou haft more than murdered me : yet ftilt, 
iStill art thou here! and my Soul ftarts with Horrdr, 
^ thought of any Danger that may reach thee. 

* C A» 
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CJLISTJ 

Tliink^ft ^00 I mean to live ? to be for^v n ? 
Oh ! thoa haft known but little of Califtai 
If choa hadft never heard my Shame, if onljr 
The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had feen it;» 
I woa'd not bear to be reproached by them. 
Bat dig down deep to find a Grave beneatbj 
And hUe me from their Beanos* 

SCIOLTOfviMfi. 

What ho f my Sonf 
ALT AM NT. 
It is Sciolto calls; coiae near and find me. 
The wretched'ft Thing of all my Kind on Eardu 

CALISTA. 
Is it the Voitc of Thunder, or my Father? 
' Madnefs ! Confufion! let the^torm come on. 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me, 
I>afh my devoted Bark; ye Sar|;es, break it; 
*Tis for my Ruin that the TempeH rifes. 
When I an\ loft, funk to the Bottom low. 
Peace fhall return, and aU be calm again* 

Enter S C I o L T o. 

SCIOLTO. 
Bv^i now H^ffarn leapM die Garden Walls »-^ 
Hal Death has been among y o n Oh my Fears \ 
Laft Night thon hadft a DifFrence with thy Friend. 
The Caufe thon gaVft me for it was a damn*d one; 
Didft thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth ? 
Anfwer me quick — — — 

ALTAMONT^ 
Oh ! prefr me not to fpeak, 

Ev'n now my Heart is breaking, an4 the mention 
Will lay me dead before yon ; fee that Body, I 

And gneft my Shame I my Rain} oh CaUfia! 1 

SCIOLTO* 

i 
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^CIOITO. 
It is enoagh! but! am flow to es^ecute 
And Jutlice Ikigers in my lazy Hand; 
Thus l«t me wipeDiflionor from my Name, 
And cut the& from th« Earth, thou Smn to Goodnefs— • 
[pftrs to kill Califta, Altamont holds him» 
JLTJMONT. 
Stay thee, Sdoka^ thou rafh Father, flay. 
Or turn the Point ob me, and thro^ my Breaft 
Cat out,thc bloody PaiTage to CWi^; 
So (hall my Lave be perfeft, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wifhM talive. 

cjljstj: 

No, Jiltamont! my Heart, that fcomM thy Love^ 
Shall never be indebted to thy Pity; 
Thus torn, defacM, and wrj^ched as I feem» 
:Still I have fomething of Sdolt9*s Virtue. 
Yes ! yes, my Father I applaud thy JufHce, 
Strike home, and I will blefs thee for the Blow, 
Be merciful, and free me from my Pain, 
*Tis (harp, ^tis terrible, and I con*d curfe 
The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heav'n, and Thee, 
Ev'ii Th«e« tfaott venerable good old Man, 
For being Author of a Wretch like me. 

Liften not to die Wildaefs of her Raving. 
Remember. Natnnf Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
Defile that Hand, fo |ull^ fo grettt in Arm^, 
Her Blood wo»M reft iqpon thee to Pofterity, 
PoDnf^ tl^ Name, and fttlly alt diy Wars. 

CALISTA: 

Have I not AvroB^d his gentle Nhtare mudi ? 
And yet behold hkn pleading for my Life. 
JLoft as thott art 10 Virtae, Oh CMHal 
1 think thou canfl; not bear to be outdone % 

Then 
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Then hafte to die, and be obligd no more. 

SCIOLTO. 

Thy pioas Care has giv> me time to think. 
And fav'd me from a Crime ; then reft, my Sword; 
To Honor have I kept thee ever facred, 
Kor will I ilain thee with a raih Revenge: 
But, mark me well, I will have Joftice done'; 
Hope not to bear away thy Crimes onponifli'd, 
I will fee JafUce executed on .thee> 
Ev^ntozRamatiStnOnefsi andthoo. Nature, 
Or whatfoe er thou art that plead'ft within me. 
Be ftill, thy tender Strugglings are in vain. 

C J LIST J. 

Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your Triumph ? 
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidings, 
Daily to be reproached, and have my Mifery 
At Mom, * at Noon, and Night told over to me. 
Left my Remembrance might grow pitiful. 
And grant a Moment's Interval of Peace ; 
Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father? 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

SCIOLTO. - 

Hence fi-om my Sight, thy Father cannot bear thee; 
Fly with thy Infamy to fome dark Cell, 
Where on the Confines of elemal Night, 
Mourning,. Misfortune, Cares ^d Anguifli dwell ; 
Where ugly Shame hides her oppiiobrious Head, 
And Death and Hell detefted Rule maintain; 
There howl out the Remainder of thy Life, 
And wifli thy Name may be no more remembered. 

C J LIST J. 

Yes, I will Hy to fome fuch difmal Place, 
And be more curft than you can wi(h I were; 
This fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 

Faffing, 
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Faiting, and Tears, and Hardfhip fhall dcftroy; 
Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know 
Nor ought that may continue hated Life, 
Then when you fee me meagre, wan, and charig'd, 
Strctch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave 
On that cold Earth I mean fhall be my Grave 
Perhaps you may relent, and iighing fay. 
At length her Tears have walh'd her Stains SLyrzy, 
At length 'tis time h«r Puniihment ihould ceafe; 
Die thou, poor fuflF'ring Wretch, arid be at Peace. 

[i?;t// Califta. 
SCIOLTO, 
Who of my Servants wait there ? 

Enter /w& or three Ser^vants, 

On your Lives 
Take care my Doors be guarded well that none 
Pafs out, or enter, but by my Appointment. 

[Exeunt Servants^ 
JLTJMONT. 
There is a fatal Fury in your Vifage, 
It blazes, fierce, and menaces Deftrudlion : 
My Father, I am fick of many Sorrows, 
Ev'n now my cafy Heart is breaking with 'em. 
Yet, above all, one Fear diftradls me mofl, 
■I tremble at the Vengciace which you meditate. 
On the poor, faithlefs, lovely, dear CaMfta. 

SCIOLTO. 
Haft thou not read what brave Virginius did \ 
With his own Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
To fave her firom the fierce Decemvirs Luft. 
He flew her yet unfpotted, to prevent 
The Shame which fhe might know. Then what fhou*d 

I do? 
Bat'thou hafl: ty'd my Hand.— -I wo'not kill hir ; 
• Vol. I. O ' Ye 
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Yet by the Ruin fht kis farooght spon ns. 
The common Infamy that brands as both^ 
She (ha' not '(cape. 

JLTAMONT, 
You mean that (he fhaU diethea} 
SCIOLfO. 
Ask me not what, aor how I have re&lr'd. 
For all within is Anarchy and Upcoar. 
OYiJUamsntl what a vaft Scheme of Joy 
Has this one Day deftroy'di Well did I hope 
This Daughter would have bleU my latter Days, 
That I fhou'd live to fee you the World's Wonder; 
So happy, great, and ^ood, that none were like you* 
While I, from, bufy Life and Care fet free, 
Had fpent the Evening of my Age at home. 
Among a little prattling Race of yours : 
There, like an old Man talk'd a«while, and then -• 
Lain down and flept in Peace. Inftead of this. 
Sorrow and Shame mud bring me to my Grave ; 
Oh damn her, damn her! 

Enter a Ser<utpit, 

SERVANT. 

Armyouiielf, myLord; 
"Roffano^ who but nov/ efcap'd the Garden, 
Has gaeher*d in the Street a Biftid of Ridkers, 
Who threat6n'you,.and ail your Friends, wilk &i|i«» 
Unlefs Lothario be returned in &fcty. 

SCIOLTO. 
By Heav'n, their Fary nfe&to loy Wiifh* 
Nor (hall Misfortune know my H<Mife akme. 
But thou, Lothario y and thy Race, fhail pay ne. 
For all the Sorrows wiMch my Age is «urft with. • 
I thiJc my Name as great, my Friends as |»lcnt. 
As any inthe^ate; -icU-fliiil-be ^^aaiisa^x^A^ 

3 ' ^ 
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I know that all will join their Hands to ours. 
And vindicate thy Vengeance. B.aife the Body, 
And bear it in; his Friends ihalt buy him dearly, 
I wiH have Blood for Ranfom : When our Force 
Is full, and arm'd, we (hall exped thy Sword, 
To join with us, and facrifice to JuHice. — — 

[£;ei; Sciolto. 
"^be Bod^ of Loibziio is carritdof by Ser<vants^ 

Manet Altamont, 

JLrjMONT. 
There is a ftupid Weight upon my Senfes, 
A difmal follen Stillnefs, that fucceeds 
The Storm of Rage jand Grief, like iilent Death, 
After the Ttunult and the Noife of Life. 
Wou*d it were Death, as fure *tis wond'rous like it. 
For I am iick of Living, my Soul's pall'd. 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge : 
Love wap th' informing, adive Fire within, . , 
Now that is quench'd, the Mafs forgets to move. 
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth. 

[A tumultuous- Nifi/e ivith clajhing of S'word' 
as at a UhU diftance. 

Enter Lavinia <i\fitb two Servants f tbeir S^wards dra^um^ 

LA FIN I A. 
Flyi fwiftly fly, to my Horatio*^ Aid, 
Nor lofe your vain oificioas Cares on me; 
Bring me my Lord, my Husband to my Armsi 
He is Lafvtnia\ Life, bring him me fafe. 
And I flwill be at eafe, be wdl and happy. 

[Exeunt Servants* 
ALTAMONT. 
Art thou Laivinia? Oh ! what barbrous Hand 

Coul4 'WlPiy^ Jthy poor, d«lbncd[^« Inaocence^ 

O 2 And 



2^z • ^b£ Fair Penitent, 

And leave fuch Marks of more than favage Fury ? 

• lAFINlJ. 

My Brother f O my Heart is full of Fears; 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds. ■ 

Not far from hence, as pafling to the Port, * 
By a mad Multitude we were furrounded,' ^ I 

.Who raxv upon us with uplifted Swords, ■ 

And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lothario, 
My Lord, with ready Boldnefs, Hood the Shock, 
To fhelter me from Danger, but in vain, 
•Had not a Party from Sdolfo^s Palace, 
Rufh'd out and fnatch'd me from amidft the Fray. 

JLTJMONT. 

What of my Friend ? . 

L 4FINIjf. ^T 

Ha! by my Joys Ms he, 

[^Looiing eutm 
He lives, he comes to blefs me, he is fafe ! ■ 

Enter Horatio, ivith fwo or three Servants, 

their Sicords dranvTi, 

I SERFJNT. 
'Twere at the utmoU Hazard of your Life 
To venture forth again, 'till we are llronger; 
Their Number trebles ours. 

HORATIO. 

No matter, let iti 
I)eath is not half fo (hocking as that Traitor. ' 

My honed Soul is mad with Indignation, 
To think her Plainnefs could be fo abus'd. 
As to jnidake that Wretch, and call him Friend; 
I cannot bear the Sight. 

AITAMONT. 

Open thou Earth, 
Gape wide^ and take me down to thy. dor): Bofom, 
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To hide me from Horatio. 

HORATIO, 
Oh LatJma! 
Believe not but'l joy to fee thee fafe : 
Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us hither; 
1 cou'd ev n wifh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any othegr.Shore, than fav'd on this. 

LAV IN I A 
Oh, let us blefs the Mercy that prefcrv'd us. 
That gracious Pow'r that fav'd us for each other 1 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praife, 
Offer Forgivencfs too ; be thou like Heav'n, - 
And put away th' Offences of thy Friend* 
Far, far from thy Remembrance. 

ALTAMONT, 

I have marked him. 

To fee if one forgiving Glance fl:oIe hither, 
If any Spark of Friend (hip were alive. 
That wou'd by Sympathy, at meeting glow. 
And drive tokindliJ up the Flame anew; 
'Tis lorf, 'tis gone, his Soul is quite ettrang'd. 
And knows me for its .Counter- part no more, 

HORATIO. 
Thou know'ft thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio^ 

Nor canft thou ask in vain, copmand in vaia» 
Where Nature, Reafon, nay, where Love is Judge; 
But when you urge my Temper, to cojnply 
With what it moft abhors, I cannot do it. 

LAFINIA, 
Where didll thOu get this fallen gloomy Hate? 

It was not in thy Nature to be thus; 
Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful : 
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friend(hip» 
The Truft, Security, and mutual Tendernefs, 
1 he double Joys^ where each is glad for both; 

O 3 Friendlhip, 
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Friendfhjp, the Wealth, the laft Retreat and Strengthf 
Secure againft ill Fortune, and the World. 

HORATIO. 
I am not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive; but wHen an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and roufes my Refentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
I own I cannot eaiily forgive it. 

JLTJMONT. 
Thou haft forgot me. 

HORJTIO. . 

No, . • . 

ALTJMON T. 

Why ar^ thy Eyes 
Impatient of me then, fcornful and fierce t 

. HORATJO. 
Bccaufe they fpcak the Meaning of my Heart, 
Bccaufe they are honeft, and difdain a Villiin« 

ALT A MO NT. 
I have wrong'd thee much, Horatm 

HORATIO, 

True, thou haft j 
When I forget it, may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thyfelf, a falfe prefidions Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Britijh Husband. 

ALT AMONT. 
IVewrong'd thee much,andHeav^nhas well avengMit. 

I have not,, fmce we parted, been at Peace, 
Nor ki>dwn one Joy fincere; our broken Friendfiup 
Purfu'd me to the lad Retreat of Love. 
* Stood glaring like a Ghoit, and made me cold with 
Horror. 
Misfortunes on Misfortunes prefs upon me, 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and da(h me down. 

Sorrow, Remorfe, and Shame, hav^e torn my Soul, 

They. 
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They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 
And blaft the Spring and Promife of my Year. 

LJF^INIJ. 

So Flow'rs are gathered to adorn a Grave, 
To lofe their Frefhnefs amongd Bones and Rottennefiy 
And have their Odors itified in the Duft : 
Canft thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? 
Canft thoti behold thy Aitamont undone ? 
That gentle, that de?.r Youth ? canft thou behold himr 
His poor Heart broken. Death in his pale Vifage^ 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ftand unmov'di 

HORATIO, 

The Brave and Wife I pity in Misfortune, 
But when Ingratitude and Folly fuffers, 
'Tis Weakaefs to be touched. 

ALT A MONT. 

J wo'not ask thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confefs. 
This Scorn, this Infolence of Hate is juil;. 
*ris Conftancy of Mind^ »id manly in thee. 
But oh ! had I been wrong'd by thee, Hofatiq, 
There is a yielding Softnefs in my Heart 
Cou'd ne*er have ftood it out, but I tiad ran, 
With ftreamingEyes and open Arms^ upon tkee; 
And preft thee clofe, clofe! 

HORATIO. "■ 

I mull hear no more. 
The Weaknefs is contagious, I fhall catich it. 
And be a tame fond Wretch.^ 

LAVJNIA. 

Where wou'dft thou go ? 
Wou'dft thou part thus? You (ha'not, 'tisimpofliblei 
Fori will bar thy Paflagp, kneeling thus: 
Perhaps thy cruel Pland may ipurn me off. 
But I will throw my Body in thy way, 

O 4 And 
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And thou (halt trample o'er my faithful Bofom, 
Tread on me, woand me, kill me ere thoa pafs. 

ALT A MO NT. 
Urge not in vain thy pioos Suit, Lavinia^ 
I have enough to rid me of my Pain. 
Calif a, thou hadll reached my Heart before; 
To make all fure, my Friend repeats the Blow : 
But in the Grave our Cares fhall be forgotten^ 
There Love and Fricndfhip ceafe. ^ [Fails. 

* [Lavinia runs to him, and endeatjotars to raifi him* 

LAV IN I A. 

. Speak to me, Altamont, 

He faints! he dies ! Now turn an<} fee thy Triumph; 

My Brother ! but our Cares fliall end together; 

Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, 

Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then fhare it with thee. 

And never fee my cruel Lord again. 

[Horatio runs to Altamont, and rasfeshim in bis Arms* 

HORATIO. 
It is too much to bear! Look up, my AltamMUt 
My flubborn, unrelenting Heart has kiird him. 
Look up and blefs me, tell me that thou liv'il. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentlenefs too far; [Herew'ves^ 
Do thou and my Laniinia both forgive me; 
A Flood of Tendemefs comes o'er my Soul; 
1 cannot fpcak— ^I love! forgive ! and pity thee.— 

ALTAMONT. 
I thought that nothing could have iiayM my Soul» 
That long ere this her Flight had reach'd the Stars; 
But thy known Voice has lurM her back again. 
Methinks I fain wou'd fet all right with thee. 
Make up this moil unlucky Breach, and then, 
. With thine and Heav'n*s Forgivenefs on my Soul, 
Shrink to vtr^ Grave, and be at eafc for ever. 

HORATIO. 
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'^ HORJTIO. 

By Heav'n my Heart bJeeds for theej ev'n this 
Moment, 
I feel thy Pangs of difappointed Love. 
Is it not pity that this Youth ihould fail, 
That all his wondVous Goodnefs fhou'd be loft. 
And the .World never know it? Oh, my AUamontt 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear 'em for thee. 
And ihelter thee from Ruin. 

LA FIN I A, 

Oh my Brother I 
Think not but we will Ihare in all- thy Woes,, 
Well fit afl Day, and tell fad Tales of Love : 
And when we light upon fome faithlefs Woman,. 
Some Beauty, like Califta, falfe and fair, 
We*ll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there; 
We'll curfe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on. 
And mourn the Youth that was like thee undone. 

\Exeunt^ 
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ACT V, S C E NE I. 

A Room hung with Black -^ on one fide Lothario*i 
Body on a Bier ; on the other ^ a Tabky with 
a Scull and other BoneSy a Book and a 
Lamp on it. 

Cali»ta is Sfcweid on a Couch in Slack; her Hair 
honing kofe and £forder'di Afitr Mufic ami a Song, 
Jh$ rifts and comes forwards 

SONG. 

I. 

HEARt you Mdmgbt Phantoms^ hear^ 1 
Yowwhopak and nuan appear^ . f 

And fill the Wretch^ 'who avakcs, ivith Fear, - 3 
You ivho ^wander, fireantf and groan 
Round the Manfions once your oivn, 
Yojiy ivhom fiillyour Crimes upbraid, 
ToUf *wbo reft not fwith the Dead^ 
From the Coverts nvhere you ftray^ 
Where you lurky andjhun the Day ^ 
From the Charnel and the Tombf 
Higher hafte'ye, hither come, 

II. Chidt 
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IL . 

Tell her ^tis fir Jxr, you flay ; 
Bid her die^ and come anuay. 
See the Sexton ivith his Spade ^ 
, See tkfi Grave already made\ ' 
Liflen^ Fair One, to thy JCnelJ, 
This Mufic is thypajjing BelL 

CAllST A. 
'Tis well f thefe Solemn Sounds, this Pomp of Horror,, 
Arc lit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul; ^ 
Here's ro6m for Meditation ev'n to MadntTs, 
'Till the Mind ffurft with Thinking. This dull Flame 
Sleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was Teft 

To tell mc famething ; for Inftrudion then 

He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 

And Penitence; Is it become an Art then ? 

A TricTc that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownmen 
Can teach us to do over ? Ill no more en't; 

[Thrcnving away theBooiU 
I have more real Anguifh in my Heart, 
Than all their Pedant DifcipUne e'er knew. 
What Chamel has been rifled for thefe Bones ? ' 
Fy I this is Pageantry ;- — they look uncoothly. 
But what of that ? If he or (he tfiat own*d 'emy 
Safe from Difquiet fit, and fmile to fee 
The Farce their mifcrableRelidsplay. 
But here's a Sight is terrible indeed ; 
Is this fliat haughty, gallant, gay Lothario^ 
That dear Perfidious — Ah ! —how pale he looks! 
How grim with clotted Blood, and thofe dead Eyeal' 
Afcend, ye Ghofts, fantaftic Forms of Night 
In all your difTrent dreadful Shapes afcend 

And 



^oo 7'he Fair Penitent. 

And match the prelent Horror, if you pan. 

Enter S c i o L T o. 

SCIO LTD. 
This Dead of Night, this filent Hoar of Darkncfs, 
Nature for Rell ordained, and foft Repofe; 
' And yet Diftraftion, and tumultuous Jar5, 
Keep all our frighted Citizens awake : 
* The Senate, weak, divided and irrefolute. 
Want Pow'r to fuccour the afflii^ed State. 
Vainly in V^/ords and long Debates they're Wife, 
While thii lierce FadUons fcorn their peaceful Orders, 
And drown the Voice of Law in Noife and Anarchy* 
Amidli thfe general Wreck, fee where fhe ftands, 

[Pmnting to Califta. 
Like HeUfty in the Night when Troy was fack'dr 
Spedlatrefs of the Mifchief which uie made. 

CALISTJ, 
It is Sciolto ! be thyfelf, my Soul; 
Be ftrong to bear his fatal Indignation, 
That he may fee thou art not loft fo far,. 
. But fomewhat ftill of his.great Spirit lives 
In the forlorn Calijfa, 

SCIOLTO. 

Thouwert once 
My Daughter. 

CALISTA. 
Happy were it I had dy'd. 
And never loft that Name. 

SCIOLTO. 

That's fomething yet. 
Thou wert the very Darling of my A^ ; 
I thought the Day too fhort to gaze upon thee. 
That all the BleffingSf Icpu'd gather for thee. 
By Cares^on Earth, and by my PrayVs to Hcav n. 

Were 



The Fair. Penitent. 301 

Were little for my Fondnefs tobeilow; 

Why, didfl thou turn to FoUy then and curfe me? ' 

CALISTJ. 
Becaufe my Soul was rudely drawn from yours; 
A. poor imperfedt Copy of my Father,' 
Where Goodnefs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void 
Fiird up with light Belief, and eafy Fondnefs; 
It was, becaufe 1 lov'd, and was a Woman. 

SCIO LTO. 
Hadft thou been honcft, thou hadft been a Chc- 
• rubin ; 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loft, 
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haft, thou e'er dar'd to meditate on Deatk^ 

CJLISTJ. 
I have, as on the End of Shame and Sorrow* 

SCIO LTO. 
* Ha? anfwermcl fay, haft thou coolly thought, 
*Tis not the Stoic's Leifons got by. Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diflertations, 
That can fuftain thee in that Hour of Terror: 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it. 
But when the Trial comes, they ftart, andftand aghaft$ 
Haft thou confider*d what may happen after it ? 
How thy Account may ftand, and what to anTw^r ? 

CJLISTJ. '\ 
IVe tum'd my Eyes inward upon myfelf. 
Where foul OiFence, and Shame have laid all wafte; 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find fome better Place of Reft. 

SCIOLTO. 
'Tis juftly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in aqcient Latian Breafts, when Rome 
WasMiftrefeof the World. Iwou'dgoott, 

And 
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And tell thee all my Purpofe, but itfticks 
Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Way. 

CJLISTJ. 
Then fp»c the Telling, ,if it be a Pain, 
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard her^. 

SCrOLTO, 
Oh ! truly gucfs'd—fecft thou this trembling Hand — 

[Holding ttp a jya^er. 
Thrice Jafike nrg'd— and thrice the flak'rring Si- 
news 
Forgot their Office, and confeft the Father ; 
At length the flubborn Virtue has prevailed ; 
It mufl, it tnuif be fo— «^h \ take it then, 

\(simig the Dagger. 
And know thefeft untanght. 

CJLISTA. 

I nnderftand yon, | 

It is but thus, and both arefatisfy'd. .J 

[Sbecfferi to hillberfilf^ ScioltO catches hold of 
her Arm, 

SCIOLTO. 
A MoflMnt, give nse yet a Moment's fpace. 
The ftcrn, the rigid Judge has been obey'd ; 
Now Nattnre, and thef Father, claim their Turns 
IVe held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 
And pot ofF ev'ry fender, human Thought, : 
To doom my Child to Death ; but fpare my Eyes 
The muft unnatural Sight, left their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain fplit, and grow mad with Horror,. 

CJLISTA. 
Ha ! is it poifible ? and is there yet 
Some little, dear Remam of Lore and Tendernef» 
For poor, undone Califta^ in your Heart ? 

SCIOLTO. 
Oh ! when I think what Pleafure I took in thee. 

What 
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What Joys thoo gav*ft me in thy prattling Infancy, 
Thy fprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
How I have flood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 
Then lifted up my Hands, and wondring blcft thee ;. 
By my flrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
I could curfe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honor, 
For making me thy Father, and thy Jadge j 
Thou art my Daughter ftill. 

CALISTA. 

For that kind Word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth ; 
Weep on your Feet, and blefs you for this Goodnefs ^ 
Oh ! 'tis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Parricide, that murders with her Crimes, 
Shortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off. 
Ere little more than half his Years be numbered. 

SCIOLTO. 
Woa'd it were otherwife — but thou muft die.-— ^ 

CJLIStJr 
Tbat I iftittft dk(I it 19 tay only Comfort; 
Death is the Privilege of Humfan Nature, 
Attd Life without it were not worth oor taking; 
Thither die Poor, the PVh^ner, and tkc Moomer^ 
Fly for ReKef, and lay their Burdens down. 
Coniethen, and take ntenorw to thy cold Arms, 
Thou meagre Sfhade; kcre let me breathe my lafty 
Charm'd whh my Father's Pky and ForgiVenefs, 
. More than if Angels tun'd their Oolden Viols^ 
And fung a Requiem to ttiy parting Soul, 

SCIOLTO. 
I'm fummon'd hence, ere this my Friends exped mej 
There isJ know not v^ka,t of fad Prefage, 
That tells me, I (halfneveV fee thee more ; 
If it be fo, this is oar lafl Farewei, 
4ndthe{cthe parting Pangs, which Nature feels, 

\ When 
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When Anguifti rends the Hcart-ftrings -Oh I mf 

Daughter I TExU Scioto. 

CALISTJ. 
Now think, thou curft Califta^ now behold 
ThQ Defolationf Horror, Blood and Ruin^ 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly fpread around,. 
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head; 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfeft Natures 
How blind with Paffions, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too llrid Inquiry for Offences, 
But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray r : 
Cheap Recompence ! here 'twou'd not be received 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation,, 
And cleanfe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollutioiu 
And fee another injur'd Wretch is come. 
To call for Juftice from my tardy Hand. 

Enter A l t a M o n t. 

ALTAMONT. 

Hail to you Horrors f hail thou Houfe of Death I 
And thou die loyely Miflrefs of thefe Shades, 
Whofe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darknefi^ 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh f take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee,. 
1*11 number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear;. 
And. when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry. 
Mine (hall fupply the Stream, and weep for both. 

CALISTJ. 

I know thee well, thou art the injured Altament,. ' 

Thou com'ft to urge me with the Wrongs IVe done. 

thee; 
But Icnow I Hand upon the Brink of Lifej^ 
/ And in a Moment mean to fet me frt^ 
From Shame, and thy Upbraiding* 

jtL TA^ 
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JLTJMONT. 

Falfly, falfly 
Pod thou accufe me ; wien did I complain. 
Or murmur at my Fate ? For thee I have 
Forgot the Temper of //«//^» Husbands, 
And Fpndnefs has prevailed upon Revenge ; 
I bore my load of Infamy with Patience, 
As holy Men do Puniihments from Heav'n, 
Nor thought it hard, becaufe it came from thee •- * 
Oh ! then forbid me not to mourn thy Lofs, 
To wifli feme better Fate hadrul'd our Loves^ 
And that Ca/ifia had been mine, and true. 

CALISTJ, 
Oh, Altamont! 'tis hard for Souls like mine. 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amifs; 
ButohT behold my proud, difdainful Heart, 
Bends to thy gentler Virtue; yes, I own 
Such is thy Truth, thy Tendernefs, and Love^ 
Such are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, 
That were I nc>tabandonM to Deflruaion, 
With thee I might have liv'S, for Ages bleft. 
And dy 'din Peace within thy faithful Arms. 

ALTAMONT. 
Then Happinefs is ftill within our reach j 
Here let Remembrance lofe our pall Misfortunes, 
Teai- all Records that hold the fatal Story ; 
Here let our Joys begin, from h^nce go on 
In long fucceffivc Order. 

CALISTA, 

What/ in Death? 
AL7AM0NT. 
Then art thou fix'd to die — But be it fo. 
We'll go together, my adventVous Love 
Shall follow thee tt) thofe uncertain Beings; 

Whether our lifelefs Shades ai*e doom*d to wander 

In 
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In gloomy Groves, with difcontentcd Ghofls; 
Or w hetbcr thro' the upper Air wc fleet, 
And tread the Fields of Light, ftill Pfl porfue diee^ 
^Till Fate ordains that we (hall part qo more. 

CJLISTJ. 
Oh no ! Heav'n has fome better Lot in ftore 
To crown thee with ; live, and be happy long; 
Liv^ for fome Maid that (hall deferve thy Goodnefs, . 
Some kind nnpra^lis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liftcn'd to the falfeOnes of thy Sex, 
Nor known the Arts of ours: (he (hall reward thee. 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with Sweetnefs, Beauty, and with Truth, 
Be blefl in thee alone, and thou in her. 

f 

Enter H o R A T i*6. 

HORATIO. 
Now mourn indeed, ye miferable Pair, 
For now the Meafure of your Woes isfulL 

JLTJMONT. ' 
What doll thou mean, Horatio ? 

HORATIO. 

Oh ! 'tis dreadful : 

The great, the good Sciolto dies this Moment. 

CALISTA. 
My Father f 

A IT A MO NT: ' 
That's a deadly Stroke ind«ed. 

HORATIO, 
Not long ago he privately went forth. 
Attended but by few, and thofe unbidden ; 
I heard which way he took, and ftrait purfu'dhioi, i 

But found him compafs'd by Lothario's P'adionj | 

Almoft aloney amidft a. Crowd of Foes ! ' 

Too hte wc brought him. Aid, and drove them back; 

Ere 
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Ere that his frantic Valor had provok'd 
The Death he feem'd to wifh ht from their Swords, 

CALISTA, 
And doll thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth? 
Doft thou not labor with my murdVous Weight? 
And you, ye glittVing Heav'nly Hoft of Scars, 
Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I fhall blall you» 
For I am all Contagion, Death and Ruin, 
And Nature fickens at me; refl^, thou World, 
This Parricide fhall be thy Plague no more ; 
Thus, thus, I fet thee free. {Stabs herfelf. 

HORATIO,. 

Oh I fatal Raflinefs ! - 
ALTAMONT, 
Thou doft inftruA me w ell ; to lengthen Life, 
Is but to trifle now. ' 

[Altamont offers to kill hmfelfi Horatio fnvenis 
hi7n\ andnurejis his S^ord from him^ 

HORATIO. 

Ha \ what means 
The frzn^z Altamont^ Some Foe to Man, 
Has breath'd on ev ry Bread contagious Fury, 
And epidemic TVfadnef§. 

Enter S c i l t o, pale and bloody y fufforted by 
^ Servants, 

CALISTA. 

Oh, my Heart f 
Well may 'ft thou fail, for fee the Spring that fed 
Thy vital Stream is wafted, and runs low. 
My Father ! will you now at laft forgive me. 
If after all my Crimes, and all your SuiF'rings, 
I call jjou once again by that dear Name ? 
Will you forget my Shame, andthofe wide Wounds, 
Lift up your Hand, and blefs me ere I go 

Dowft 
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Down to my dark Abode \ 

SCIOLTO. 

Alas! my Daughter? 
Thou haft rafhly ventor d in a ftormy Sea, 
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and loH j 
But fure thou'ft borne thy part in all the Anguilh, 
And fmarted with the Pain ; then reft in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And fave thee from the Malice of Pofterity ; 
And may'ft thonSndwithHeavnthe fameForgiveneft, 
As with thy Father here. Die, and be happy. 

CJLISTJ, 
Ccleftial Sounds I Peace dawns upon my Soul, 

AndevVy Pain grows lefs Ohf ^nx\e Altamontj 

Think not too hardly of me when Tm gone. 

But pity me Had I but early known 

Thy wondVous Worth, thou excellent young Man^ 

We had been happier both: Now 'tis too late. 

And yet my Eyes take Pleafure to behold thee. 
Thou art their laft dear Objea. Mercy, Hcav'n ! 

ALT A MO NT. 
Coldf dead and cold land yet thou art not chang\]. 
But lovely ftill [ Hadft thou a thoufand Faults, 
What Heart fo hard, what Virtue fo fevere, 
But at that Beauty muft of Force reiented, 
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Forgivenefs ? 

SCIOLTO. 
Oh ! turn thee from that fatal Obje£l ; Ahamont, 
Come near, and let me blefs thee ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatia I bequeath 

My Fortunes. Lay me by thy noble Father, 

And love my MemVy as thou haft done hisi 

For thou haft been my Son. — Oh I gracious Heav n I 

Thou that haft endlefs Bleffrngs^U in ftore, 

^ For 
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For Virtue, and for filial Piety 
Let Grief, Difgrace, and Want be far away. 
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head ; 
Let Honor, Greatnef^ Goodtaefs ftill be with him, 
' And Peace in all liis Ways. •- [He diet. 

AL T A MONT, 

Take» take it all ; 
To thee, Horatio'^ I refign the Gift, 
While I purfue my Father and my Love, 
And find my only Portion in the Grave. 

HORATIO. 
The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth, 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth* 
Raife him, and bear him in. [Altamont is carried off* 
By fuch Examples are we taught to prove, 
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love ; 
Death, or fome worfe Misfortunes, foon divide 
The injur'd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride : 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laft. 

Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it fail. 

[Exeunt ornnes. 
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EPILOG U E. 

Spoken by Mrs. Br ace girdle, who | 

play'd Lavinia. 



YOU fee the tripping Dixmec^MJimt m Fan;or, 
Dearly Jh$ paidfyr Breach of good Behavior ^ 
Nor^ <9ukl her loving HudattiTs Ftrndnefifofve her. 
Italian JWv^ Umdiutfcumj^ Lwes^ 
thirds dreofy^l deaiing luuh eJoptttg Wi'vei ; 
^bus Uis^ heccmfe tbe/e Eufbandt are ohefd 
By Force of hofwsy . tvhicbfir tbmfehves they made. 
With Tales of M Prtferiftiow they amfine 
The Right rf Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And huffy and domineer y hy Jiigbt Divine, 
HaJtwe the Povj-r, <we^J make the Tyrants knovf 
What "'tis to fail in Duties ivhich they oiue ; 
We^d teach the fant^ ring Squire, who loves to roam. 
Forgetful of his ovm dear Spoufe at home, 
Whofnores at Night fupinely hy her Side, 
^Tvoas not for this the nuptial Knot «was ty^d, 
The plodding Peity-fogger, and the Gt, 
Have learned at leaft this modem v)ay of Wit : 
Each ill-bred fenfeUfs Rogue, tho nier fo dull. 
Has tU Impudence to think his Wife aFooh, 
Hefpends the Night, where merry Wags refort. 
With joking Clubs, and Eighteen-penny Port', 
While Jhe poor SouTs contented to regale^ 
By a fad Sea-coal Fire, vuith Wigs and Ale, 
Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe Jind Grace, 
And Jill an abfent Husband's empty Place : 



] 
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If you nxjoud^er bring ConftancyiM Faflnw^ 

You Men mufl frft begin the Reformation, 

Tbenjhail the golden Age of Lo^e return ^ 

No Turtle for her luand'ring Mate Jhall mounts 

No foreign Charms Jhall caufe domejiic Strije, 

But ev^ty married Man Jhall toaji his Wife ; 

Phillis>^iii/ not he to the Country Jent, 

For Cami*va/s in Town to keep atediousLent: 

Lampoons ft?ail ceafe, and envious Scandal die^ 

And all Jhall li'ut in Peace f like try good Man and L 
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TRAGEDY. 



Sttdt^rum Regum^ Populofum coniinet jEftus^-'^ 
Rurfus quidFirtuSy £5* quid Sapientiapoffit 
Utile propo/uit Nobis Exemplar UlyJJem. 

Horat. Epifl. Lib. i. Epift. 2. 




VAi^vir>^, 



Vol. I. 



To the Right Honorable ■ 
Sidney Lord Godolphin, 

Lard High-Treafurer of England, and Knight . 
tfthe mnji Noble Order of the Garter. 



My Lord, 

J FthofeCaresin which the Service 

b of a great Qu e e n, and the 

i Loveof YourCountrjr, havcfo 

S juftly engag'd Your Lordfliip, 

■5 would allow any Leifure to run 

back and remember thofc Arts 

and Studies, which were once the Grace and 

Entertainment of Your Lordfliip's Youth ; 

I have Prefumption enough to hope, that 

this Tragedy may, fome time or other, find 

aa Hour to divert Your Lordfhip. Poetry, 

which was fo venerable to former Ages, as 

'P-2-' ' ■ ■ ■ ■ • ia 
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in many Places to make a Part of their Re- 
ligious Worfhip, and every where to be had 
in the higheft Honor and Efteem, has mife: 
rably languifh'd and been defpis'd, for want 
of that Favor and Proteftion which is founcj 
in the famous Agujlin Age. Since then, it 
may be aflerted, without any Partiality to 
the prefent Time, it never had a fairer Pro- 
fpeft of lifting up its Head, and returning to 
its former Reputation, than now : And the 
beft Reafon can be given for it, is, that it 
feems to have a particular Hope from, and 
Dependance upon Your Lordlhip, and to 
expeft all juft Encouragement, when thofe 
Great Men, who have the Power to prote6t it^ 
have fo delicate and polite a Tafte and Under- 
ftanding of its true Value. The reftoring 
and preferving any Part of Learning, is fo 
generous an Aftion in itfelf, that it natu- 
rally falls into Your Lordfhip's Province, 
fince every thing that may ferve to improve 
the Mind, has a Right to the Patronage of 
fo great and univerfal a Genius for Know- 
ledge as Your Lordfliip's. It is indeed a 
Piece of good Fortune, upon which I cannot 
help congratulating the prefent Age, that 
there is fo great a Man at a Time whqn 
there is* fo great an Qccafion for him. The 
Divifions which Your. Lordlhip has heaPd, 
the Temper which You have reftor'd t;p 
our Councils, and that indefatigable Care 

and 
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and Diligence' which You have us*d in 
preferving our Peace at home, are Benefits 
fo virtuoufly and fo feafonably conferred 
upon Your Country, as fhall draw the 
Praifes of all wife Men, and the Bleflings 
of all good Men upon your Lordihip's 
Name. And when thofe unreafonable Feuds 
and Animofities, which keep Fadion alive, 
Ihall be bury*d in filence and forgotten, 
that great public Good fhall be univerfally 
acknowledged, as the happy EfFeft of Your 
Lordfhip*s mofl equal Temper and right 
Underftanding. That this glorious End 
may very fuddenly fucceed to Your Lord- 
ihip's Candor and generous Endeavors after 
it, muft be the wifli of every good Englijh^ 
man. I am. 



il^LoRD, 



Tour Lordjbifs 



tnoji obedient 



bumble Servant^ 



N. Rowe/ 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 

TO Nighty in Honor of the marry' d Life^ 
Our Author treats you luith a virtues Wife : 
A Lady^ fwhoy for Twenty Tears, ^ithfood 
The prejing Infiances of Flejh and Blood ; 
Her Hushand, ftill a Man of Senfe reputed^ 
(Unlkfs this^ 7 ate his Wifdom ha^ve confuted,) 
Left hen at rife Eighteen, tofeek Renown, 
Andhattlefor a Har/ot at Troy Towm ; 
7 fill his. Place, frefif^ l^&^z/ers can^, in Shoals ^ '\ 

Muchfuch as nocw-a days are Cupid'j Tools'* > 

Some Men of JVit, but the moft part 'were Fools. J 

Theyfent her Billets-doux, and Prefents masty. 
Of ancient Tea and Thericleaa China ; 
Rait d at the Gods, toafted her o''er and o'er, 
Drefs'd at Her, dancd, and fought^ andfigh'd, andfwore ; 
Injhort, did aU that Men could d<k U b^Ofi i^r, 
AnddamtCd themfehves to get into her Fa<vor ; v 
But all in <vain, the iHrtnous Dame flood Buff, 
And let *em knoiv thatjhe ^as Coxcomb Proof; 
Meffieurs the Beaux, 'v^hat think you of the Matter f 
l^on^t you believe old Homer gi'u'n to fatter f 
When you approach, and preffing the foft Hand, 
Fa*vors, ijjitb njoell-bred Impudence, demand 
^s it in Womwis Weaknefs tonjuithfandt 

Ceafe 
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Ceafe to be fvain^ and Gi*ve the Sex their Due ; 
Our Engliih Wives Jhall prove this Story true : 
We have our chafte Penelope's, '*who maum 
Their Widovod iSeds, and luait their Lords Return ; 
We have our Heroes too, ^who bravely beoTy 
Far from their Home, 'the Dangers of the War \ 
Who carelefs of the Winter Seafon's Rage, 
Nevj Toils explore, and in nevj Cares engage i 
FromR&nhn to Realm theirijhiefitnvoeary^dgoes. 
And reftkfs joumies on, to give the World Repofe, 
Such are the confiant Labors of the Sun, 
Whofe aBive glorious Qourfe it never done ; 
And tho^, m^hen hence he farts, with us *tis Nighty 
Sjtill he goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light. 

Te beauteous i^ymphsy vjith open Amu. prepart 
To meet the Warriors, and revjard their Care ; 
May you for ever kind and faithfui provtf 
And pay their Days ^f Toil vAib Nights rf L^e* 



<*>r«ii*> 





F 4 Dramalia 




Dramatis Perfbnas. 



MEN. 

ULITSSES, KlngofMa^arcon^l 

cealed for foms time under the > Mr* Bitterton, 

Name of J^tbon. j 

Eurymacbust £^ing of Samos. Mr. VirbruggH^ 



Polydamu. T Neighboring Princes, f JiJ'" ^'' 

Epbiahes, J ^^^"- LMr. Freimim. 

leUmachus^ Son to Uiyffes and Pe^ 1 j^^ ^^^^^ 

nelope, j ' 

Jetinous.SiSohietasLaofltbacaifc'l -,., rr z^.^. 

cretly m Love with the Queen. ( 

Cleon. S E» • J * ^ ,. I Mr. Dickins. 

7 * > Friends to Anttnous. i xh ^ 
Areas,} 3 Mr. G^rjr. 

Mentor, Tutor to TeleTnacbus, Mr. Bowman. 

Eumaus, an old Servant, andfaithful to Ulji/les. 
Ctraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to Eurymacbus^ 

WOMEN. 

Penelope, Queen of Itbaca, Mrs. Barry. 

Semanthe, Daughter to Rurymacbus, Mrs. BractgirdU. 

Biveral Samian a^^Ithacan Ojfficers and Soldiers, wilb 
otber Attendants, Men and IVomen, 

SCENE, ITHJCJ. 

uirs S E S, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A P A L A C E. 

Enter Telemachus end Mentor. 

TELEMJCHUS. 

OME N TO R ! Urge no more my royal Birth, 
Ui^e not the Honors of my Race dirJne, 
Call not to my Remembrance what I am. 
Born oiUl^ffii, and deriv'd from y<mis 
For 'tia the Curfe of mighty Minds oppreft. 
To think what their State is, and whatit fhoa'iTbe; 
Impatient of their Lot, the/ reafon fiercely. 
And call the Laws of Providence unequal. 
MENTOR. 
And thereftre wert thou bred to virtuous Knowledge, 
And Wifdom early planted in thy Soul; 
I'hat thon mighC'a know to role die fiery Pafio«, 

T s To 
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To bind their Rage, and ftay their headlong Coiari^ 
To bear with Accidents, and ev'ry Change 
Of various Life, to ftruggle with Adverfity, 
To wait the Leifure of the righteous Gods, 
' Till they, in their own good appointed Hoar, 
^haU bid thy better Days come forth at once* . 
A long and (hining Train; till thou well pleas 'd 
Shalt bow, and blefs thy Fate, and own the Gods are jud. 

fELEMACHUS. 
Thou prudent Guide, and Father of my Youth ^ 
Forgive my Tranfports, if I feem to lofe 
The Rev'rence to thy facred Precepts dtie; 
'Tis a juft Rage and honeft Indignation. 
Ten Years ran round ere Troy was doomM to fall. 
Ten tedious Summers and ten Winters more 
By turns have changed the Seafons fmce it felly 
And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Abfence, 
As if the Grecian Arms had ne'er prevailed, 
Bi^t y«*5V and HeSlor dill maintain'd the War. 

MENTOR. . 
Tho' abfent, yet if Oracles are true, 
He lives and (hall return.— Where'er he wanders, 
Purftt'd by hoftil© Trojan Gods, in Peril 
Of the wafte Defert or the foamy Decp^ 
Or Natiori? wild as both, ye:t. Courage, Wifdom, 
And PaUas, Gua.rdi?.a oi his Arras, is with him. 

TELEMJCHUS 
And ©K 1 to what does the Gods Care referve him:? 
Where is the Triumph ihall go forth to meet him i 
What Faan fhall be fung to blefs -hi* Labors ? 
What Voice of Joy fhall cry, Hail King oi Ithaca? 
Jliot, audi Wrong, and woful DeColation, 
Spread o'er the wretched Lan^, ihall blaft his Eye«^ 
And V»si^ him ciufe the^ I>ay ^ hk Return. 

MENTOR. 
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MENTOR. 
Yoair Gueft, the Stranger jEthn: 

Efttfr Mthov. 

7ELEMACHUS. 

By my Life, 

And by the great UJyJ/^s, truly welcome j 
Oh thoa moS worthy jEtbou, thou that wert 
In Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 
And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve thee 
To fee the Honor of his Royal Name 
Defpis'dand fct at nought? his State o'er-run. 
Devoured and parcePd out by Slaves fo vile. 
That if oppos'd to him 'twould make Coroparifon 
Abfurd and monflrous feem, as if to mate 
A Mole-hill with Olymfus ? 

JET HON. 

He was my Friend, 
I think I knew him; and to do him right. 

He was a Man indeed— = Not as thefe are, 

A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs ; 

But boldly juft, and more like what Man Ihou'd bc« 

TELEMJCHUS/ 
From Morn 'till Noon, from Noon 'till the Shadea 
darken. 
From Ev'ning 'till the Morning dawns again, 
Lewdnefs, Confufion, Infolence, and Uproar, 
Are all the Bus*nefs of their guilty Hours ; 
The Cries of Maids enforc'd, the Roar of Drunkards-, 
Mixt with the Braying of the Minftrels Noife 
Who minifters to Mirth, ring thro' the Palace, 
And echo to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 
Behold f ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatur€># 

Behold the Rivals of the great U/yfes ! 

• . • 

MEli^ 
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MENTOR. 
Doubt not but all their Crimes, and all thy Wiong^ 
Are judged by Nemefis and equal yo<ve ; 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll fecure, 
This is their Day, — » but there is one behind 
For Vengeance and Uljifis. 

jETHON. ^ 

Tin that pay. 
That Day of Recompence and righteous JufticCy 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts ; . 
Learn to diffcmblc Wrongs, to fmite at Injuries, 
And fulFer Crimes, thou want'ft the Pow'r to punifh; 
Be eafy, affable, familiar, friendly. 
Search, and know all Mankind's myfterious Ways, 
But truft the Secret of thy Soul to none; 
Believe mc, feventy Years, and all the Sorrows 
That feventy Years bring with *em, have thus taught me 
Thus only> to be fafe in fuch a World as this is^ 

Entir A n' T i n o v s. 

J NT I NOUS. 
Hail to thee> Prince; thou Son of great XJ^es^ 
Offspring of Gods, moft worthy of thy Race i 
"i/lTkY ev ry Day like this be happy to thee. 
Fruition and Succefs attend thy Wifhes,. 
And evcrlafting Glory crown thy Youth-! 

TELEMACHUS. 

Thou greet'ft me like a Friend Come near 

Jntinousi 
May I believe that Omen of my Happinefs,. 
That Joy which dances in thy chearful Eyes ? 
Or doflthou, for thou know'ft my fond, fond Heart, 
Doft thou betray me to deceitful Hopes, 
And footh me like a^ Infant, with a Tale 

ef fomc Felicity, Ibmc dear Delight. ^ 

I Which^ 



U LT S S E S, ^tg 

Winch, thou didft never porpiofe to befiow T 

J NT I NOUS. 
By Cytherea9 Altar and her Doves, 
By all the gentle Fires ^hat burn before her, 
I have the kindeft Sounds to blefs yoilr £^ wiA> 
Nay, and the ^rueft top,. riUwear I think, 
1'hat ever Love and Innocence infpir^d. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Ha f from SamaatheP 

ANTINOUS, 

From the liair Semanthep 
The gentle, the forgiving- 



i*-rj 



TELEMJCHUS. 

Soft, my Antinoui^ 
Keep the dear Secret fafe; Wifdom and Age 
Reaion perverfely when they judge of Love. 
A Bus^nefs of a Moment calls me hence, \7o Men^ 
That ended Til attend the Queen; till then. 
Mentor I the noble Stranger is thy Care. 
Fly with me to fome fafe, fome facred Privacy, 

To Ant. 
There chaerm my Senfes with Samanthis Accents, 
There pour thy Balm into my Lovc-iick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. [Exeunt Tel. and Ant, 

^THON, 
, . This fmooth Speaker, 

This fupple Coortier is in Favour with you. 
Mark'd you the Prince ? how at this Man's Approach 
The Fiercenefs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declined; 
His changing Vifage wore a Form more gentle. 
And ev Vy Feature took a fofter Turn ; 
As if his Soul bent on fome new Employment, 
Of different Purpofe from the Thought before, 
Hfid fummon'd other Counfels, other Pa£ions> 
And dreft her in a gay fantailic Garb 

Fit 
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Fit for th* Advetitore which Ihe meant to proves 
Bj Jovf, I lik'd it not 

MENTOR. 

The Frincc, whofe Temper 
Is open as die Day, and nnfufpeding, 
Efteems hia as devoted to his Service', 
Wife, brave, and joft : and fince his late Return 
From Neftor's Coart at PyU, he ftill has held hiat 
In more efpedal Nearnefs to his Heart. 

jETHON. 
*Tis rafti, and favors of unwary Youth : 
Tell him he trafts too fa r ■ I f I miftook not. 
You faid he was a Wooer. 

MENTOR. , 

True, he was ; 
Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and Peoples Praife;, 
By Gifts, by friendly Oifices and Eloquence, 
He won the Herd of Macaus to think him 
Ev'n worthy to fupply his Matter's Place. 

^THON. 

Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ifkaca / 
But Mentor! fay, the Queen! Cou'd fhe forget 
The DiFrence' 'twixt Ufyjes and his Slave f 
Did not her Soul refent the Violation, 
And, fpight of all the Wrongs (he labored under, . 
Dafh his Ambition and prefumptuous Lort ? 

MENTOR. 

Still great and royal in the worft of Fortunes, 
With native PowV and Majefty array'd. 
She aw'd this rafh Ixhn with her Frown'; 
Taught him to bend his abjeft Head to Earth, 
And own his humbler Lot—- He ilpod rebnk'd. 
And full of guilty Sorrow for the palt, 
Vow'd to repeat the daiing Crime no more. 

But 
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But with Humility and loyal Service 
To parge his Fame^ and wafh the Stains away; 

uETHON. 
Deceit and Artifice I the Tum*s too fudden ; 
Habitual Evils feldom change fo foon, 
But many Days muft pafs, and many Sorrows, 
Confcious Remorfe and Anguiih muft be felt» 
To curb Defire, to break the ftubbom Will, 
And work a fecond Nature in the Soul, 
Ere Virtue can refume the Place fhe loft; 

'Tiselfe Diffimulation< But no more, 

The raffling Train of Suiters are at hand, 
Thofe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire ; 
*Tis well the Gods are mild, when thefe dare hope 
To merit their bcft Gifts by Riot and Jnjuftice. 

Etttfr Polydamas, Agenor, Tboon, Ephialtes and 

Attendants, 

FOLrryjMAs^. 

Our Souls are out of Tune, we langoifh a]!> 
Kor does the. fweet returning of the Dawn 
Cheaf with its ufual Mirth oar drowzy Spirits^ 
That droop*d beneath the lazy leaden Night. 

JGENO-R, 

Can we, who fwear we love, fmile or be gay,. 
When our fair Queen, the Goddefs of our Vows, 
She that adorns oar Mirth and gild^ our Day, • 
Withholds the Beams that only can revive us ? 

THOON. 

Night muft involve the World 'till ftie appear. 
The FlowVs in painted Meadows hang their Heads> 
The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 
Nor early Hinds rene\^ their conftant Labor; 
Ev n Nature feems to {lumber 'till her Call, 
Kegardkfsof th' Approach q& any other Day. i 

I EPHL 
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EPHIALTES. 
Why is fht then withheld, this public Good ? j 

Why does ihe give thofe Hoars that fhould rejoice as 
To Tears, Perverfenefs, and to fallen Privacy i 
While vainly here we wafte oar lafty Yoath> 
In Expedation of th' ancertatn Bleffing ? 

POLTDJMJS. 

For twice two Years this cby^ this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croft 'em with Delays; 
At length the female Artifice is plain, 
The Riddle of her myftic Web is known. 
Which ere her fecond Choice ihe fwore to weave ; 
While ftill the fecret Malice of the Night 
Undid the Labors of the former Day. 

AGE NOR. 

Hard are the Laws of Love's defpotic Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain; 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleafures, 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, 
Jpollo's Lyre, and Hermes^ tuneful Shell f 
Let Wine and Muiic join to fwell the Triamph, 
To footh uneafy Thought, and lull Defire. 

J? THO N. 
Is this the Reverence due to facred Beauty, 
Or thefe the Rites the Cyprian Goddefs claims? 
Thefe rude licentious Orgies are for Satyrs, 
And fuch the drunken Homage which they pay 
To old Silinus nodding on his Afs. 
But be it as it may; itfpeaks you well. 

EPHULTES. 
What fays the Slave I 

THOON. 
Oh f 'tis the Snarler jEtbmt, 

A privileged Talker-^Give him leave to rail ; 

Or 
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Or fend for Irus forth, his fellow Droll, 
And let em play a Match of Mirth before us. 
And Laughter be the Prize to crown the Viftor. 

jETHON. 
And doft thou anfwer to Reproof with Laughter ? 
But do fo iHll, and be what thou wert bom; 
Stick to thy native Senfe, and fcorn In^uAion. 
Oh Folly I What an Empire halt thou here! 
What Temples (hall be rais'd to thee ! What Crowds 
Of flavoring, hooting,, fenielefs, ihameful Idiots 
Shall worfhip at thy ignominious Altars, 
While Princes arc thy Priefts f 

POLTDJMAS, 

Why fhouMft thou think. 
Overweening, infolent» uamanner'd Slave, 
That Wifdom does forfake the Wealth, the Honors^ 
And full Profperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchednefs like thine ? 
Why doft thou call him Fool! 

jETHON. 

Speech is moft free. 
It is Jovis Gift to all Mankind in Common. 
Why dofl thou call me poor, and think me wretched I 

POirDJMJS. 
Becaufe thou art fo. 

jETHON. 

Anfwer to thyfelf. 

And let it ferve for thee and for thy Friend. 

jfGENOR, 
He talks like Oracles, obfcure and fhort. 

JBTHON. 
I wou^d be underflood, but Appreheniion 
Is not thy Talent — Midnight Surfeits, Wine, 
And painful undigefted Morning Fumes, 
Have marr'd thy Underftandin^. 

MPHL 
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£PHIALTES. 
-, . ., Hence, thon Mifcreant f 

My Lords, this Raikr is not to be hotas 

And wherefore art thou borne, tbo« p.blic Grie- 
vance, 

Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniflimcnt j 
To fcourge thy guilty Subjcds for their Crimes, 
And prove Heav'n's fliarpeft Vengeance? 

EPHIALTES. 

,_ J ^ . , Spurn him hence. 

And tear the rude unhallow'd Railer's Tongue 
Forth from his Throat. ^ 

^THON. 
.,,.•,,. If brutal Violence 

And Luft of foul Revenge ftoold urge thee on, 
Spight of the Qaeta and hofpitaWe >w, 
T oppi«f8 a Stranger, fingle and unarm'd, 
m mark me well, I was not bom thy VaftI ; 
And wert thou ten time, greater than thou art. 
tS.^ i?T '!J""' ' ^"S. thus wou'd I meet thee. 

And fight a Won.«,-s Battle with my Hands, 

Ere thou ftou'dft do me Wrong, and go unpunilh'd. 

"a/ doft thou brave me. Dog? 

{Cawing up t» iEthon* 
THOON. 

Avantl 
POLTDAMJS. 

Begone! 

Eiair EuarMACRtrs. 

• EURTMACHUS. 
What Daughter of old iSiaot and the Night. 

What 
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What Fary loiters yet behind the Shades, 
To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage and Uproar ! 
Each frowning Vifage doubly dy'd with Wrath, 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamors rais'd. 
Venting Reproach, and ftirring fbong Contention, 

Say you have been at variance Speak, ye Princes, 

Whence grew th' Occafion ? 

jETHON. 

King of Samosy here me» 

To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majefty and Right divine of Pow'r, 
Boldly I dore appeal — ^This King of SeripAos, 

[Pointing to £phialte». 
This liland Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 
He and his Fellow Princes there, yon' Band 
Of eating, drinking Lovqfs, have in (corn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers facred Privikg<» 
Offered me foul Offence and moft unmanly lAJuries. 

EUtLTMJCHUS. 
. Away ! it is too much-r-you wrong your Honors,*-* 

\To the IVooert. 
And (lain the Lqftre of your royal Names, 
To brawl aud wrangle with a Thing beneath you $ 
Are we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft ^ 
And when we poorly fioop to mean Revenge, 
We ftand debased and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. 

EPHIJLTES, 
Henceforward let the ribald Railer learn 
To curb the lawlefs Licence of his Speech ; 
Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook his Prating. 

EURTMACHUS, 
Go to I You are too bitter- But no more; [To iGthoft* 
Let evVy jarring Sound of Difcord ceafe. 
Tune all your Thoughts and Words to Beauty's Praife, 

To 
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To Beauty, that with f;ve€t and pleafant Influence u 

Breaks like the Day-ftar from the chcarful Eaft. jj 

For fee where circled with a Crowd of Fair Ones* 
Frcfh as the Spring, and fragrant as its FlowVs, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddefs, your Penelope, 

Enter the S^ueitt ivith Ladies, and other Attendants. 

Diana thus on Cynthus Ihady Top, 

Or by Eurotas^ Stream leads to the Chace 

Her Virgin Train j a thoufand lovely Nymphs 

Of Form celeAial all, troop by her Side ; 

Amidft a thoufand Nymphs the Goddefs Hands confelt^ 

In Beauty, Majefty, and Port divine. 

Supreme and eminent. 

^UEEN. 
If thefe iweet Sounds, 
This humble fawning Phrafe, this faithlefs Flattery, 
If thefe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, 
Cou'd recompenfe the Sorrows of my Days, 
Or footh the Sighiiigs of my lonely Nights; 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your Wifties, 
And win my Heart with your fond Tales of Love : 
But fince whatever Fve fuffer'd for my Lord, 
From Troyt the Winds and Seas, the Gods and yo«» 
Is deeply writ within my fad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain, 

AGENOR. 
If thofe bright Eyes that wafte their Lights with 
weeping 
Wou'd kindly fliine upon Jgenor'^s Hopes, 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen 
His Crown, his Life, his ever faithful Vows, 
What Joys foe'cr, or Love or Empire yield, ' 

To blefs her future Days, and make 'em happy all. 
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POLTDJMJS. 
Accept my Crown, and Keign with me in Delos. 

THOON. 
Mine, and the Homage of my People wait you. 

EPHIJLTES. 
1 cannot court you with a filken Tale, 
With eafy ambling Speeches, fram'd on Purpole, 

Made to befpoke in Tune But be my Queen, 

And leave my plain-fpoke Love to proVe its Merit. 

^UEEN. ' 
And am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith? 
Are not my Wrongs gone up to Heav n againft you ? 
Do they not (land before the Throne of Jo*ve ; 
And call inceflant on his tardy Vengeance ? 
What Sun has fhone that has not feen your Infolence> 
Your wafteful Riot, and your impious Mirth, 
Your Scorn of old Laertes^ feeble Age, 
Of my Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weaknefs! 
Ev'n in my Palace, here, my lateft Refuge, 
(For you are Lords of all befides in Ithaca,) 
With Ruffian Violence and murdVous Rage 
You menace the Defencelefs and the Stranger; 
And from the unhofpitable Dwelling drive 
Safety and friendly Peace. 

For me it matters not; 
Wrong is the Portion ftill of feeble Age; 
My toilfomc Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
What 'ti^ to ftrugglc with the Prgnd and Powerful; 
But 'tis for thy unhappy Fate, fau* Queen, 
'Tis to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, 
Tranfcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave 'cm. 
And worthy of their Care, to fee 'em left, 
Abandon d and forfaken to rude Outrage, 
And made a Pris&e for Drunkards; 'tis for this 

My 



^ 
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My Soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate Hand t'aflbrt thy Caufc. 

^UEEN, 
Alas f they fcom the Weaknefs of thy Age, 

As of my Sex But mark me well, ye Princes f 

Whoe cr amongH you dares to lift his Hand 
Againft the hoary Head of this old Man, 
This good old Man, this Friend of my Ufyjes, 
Him will I hofd my worft my dcadlefs Foe, 
Him fhall my Curfes and my Revenge purfue. 
And mark him from the reft with moft diihngaifh^d 
Hatred. 

EPHULTES. 
That you are weak, defencelefs and opprcft. 
Impute not to the Godsj they have befriended you. 
With lavifli Hands they fpreid their Gifts before you. 
What Pride, Revenge, what wanton Love of Change, 
Or Woman's Wifti can ask, behold, we offer you. 
Corfe the Perverfcnefs of your ftubborn Will then. 
That has delayed your Choice, and in that Choice your 
Happinefs. 

^EEN. 

And muft I hear this ftill, and ilill endure it ? 
Oh Rage! Diftionor! wretched, helplefs Que«n f 
Return, return my Hero, my UJj^es : 
Bring him again, ye cruel Seas and Winds, 
Troy and adult'rous Paris are no mores 
Reftore him then, ye righteous Gods of Gr^Uce^ 
T'avenge himfelf and me upon thefe Tyrants, 
And do a fecond Jufticc here at home. 

EURTMACHUS. 

Ampngft the mighty Manes of the Greeks^ 
Great Names,, and fam'd for higheft Deeds in War, 
His honor'd Shade refls from the Toils of Life 
In everlafting Indolence and Eafc, 

Carelefs 
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Caielcfs of all your Pray n and vain Complainings. 
Which the Winds bear away, and fcatter in their 

Wantonnefs, 
Turn thofe bright Eyes, then, from Defpair>and Death, 
And Rx your better Hopes among the Living, 
Fix 'em on One, who dares, who can defend you. 
One worthy of your Choice. 

If my free Soul 
Mud (loop to this unequal hard Condition, 
If I muft make this fecond hated Choice, 
Yet by Connubial yuno here I fwear. 
None (hall fucceed my Lord, but that brave Man ' 
That dares avenge me well upon the red. 
Then let who ever dares to Love be bold* 
Be, like my former Hero, made for War, ' 
Able to bend the Bow, and tofs the Spear; 
For evVy Wrong his injur'd Queen has found. 
Let him revenge and pay it with a Wound; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Vidor come. 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom ; 
Then plight his Faith upon his Bloody Sword, 
And be what my Ufyjis was, my beft, my deareft Lord. 

\Exeunt ^en. Mentor, and Attendants \ Euryma^ 
chus, Ephialtes, Agenor, Thoon, and PolydAmas 

fiUowing, 

Manet M t ho n,- 

JETHON. 

O matchlefs Proof of Faith and Love unchanged i 

Left in the Pride, the wi(hing Warmth of Youth, 

For ten long Years, and ten long Years to that. 

And yet fo true! Befet'with ftrong Allurements, 

With Youth, proud Pomp, and foft bewitchingPIeafure, 

'Tis wonderful! and Wives in later Times 

Shall 
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Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit, ^ 

A Fable curioDily contj-iv'd t'upbraid 

Their fickle eafy Faith, and mock them for tlieir 

Lightnefs. 
But fee the Samian King returns. 

Enter Eurymachus. 

iURTMJCHUS. 

I fought yon 
Amidft the Crowd of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Junos Temple. , . 

JET HON. 

When I worfhip. 
And bow myfelf before the awful Gods, 
I mingle not with thofe who fcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, loofe, voluptuous Crowds, 
Who take the Gods for Gluttons like themfelves. 

EURTMACHUS. 
This fullen Garb, this moody Difcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy Anger; 
Thy juft Difdain of this licentious Rout: 
Yet all are not like thefe ; nor ought thy Quarrel 
Be carry 'd on to all Mankind in common. 

jETHON. 
Perhaps the untaught Plainnefs of my Words, 
May make you think my Manners rude and favage: 
But know my Country is the Land of Liberty; 
Fb<eacid% happy Ifle, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to fpeak plain and truly; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly honeft, 
Upright in Deed, tho' fimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to flatter, or offend; 
The Ufe of Words we have but not the Art, 
. And ev'n as Nature diftat^s fo we fpeak. 

EURTUA. 



l/LTSSES 337 

EURTMACHUS, 
Now by great Juno^ Guardian of our Samof, 
In ftrong Defcription haft thou^well expreft 
That manly Virtue I wou'd m^ke a Friend of. 
Nor thou, brave jEtbon^ fhalt difdain our Amitfr 
Our profFer'd Love ; for know that Kings, like Gods» 
With all things good adorn th^eir own Creation, 
And where their Favor fixes, there is Happinefs. 

JETHON. 
Yes, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 
My humbler Birth has caft me far beneath you. 
And made me for the profFer'd Grace unfit; 
Friendfhip delights in equal Fellowfliip, 
Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 
Bngage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance ev^n. 
'Tis irkfome to a gen'rous grateful Soul, 
To be pppreft beneath a Load of Favors, • 
Still to receive, and run in Debt to Friendfhip, 
Without the PowV of paying fomething back, 

EURTMJCHUS. 
I know thee grateful ; juft and gen'rous Minds 
Arc always (b ; nor is thy Pow> fo fcanty 
But that it may vie with a King's Munificence, 
May make me large Amends for all my Bount/» 
May blefs me with a Benefit I want. 
And give me that which my Soul moft defires; 
The Queen 

JET HON. 
How, Sir, the Queen ? 

EURTMACHUS. 

The beauteous Queen f 
That Summi--Sun in full Meridian Glory, 
Brighter than the faint Promife of«the Spring, 
With Bleflings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand, 
Vox,. L Q^ Mature 
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Mature for Joy, aod in PerfeAioa lovel/; 
Ev'n ihe f 

The Pride of Gnecf, the WKh of yonthfiil Princes^ 
Severe, tnd Cold, and Rigid, as (he is. 
Looks gently on thee, JEtbvn, f^t beholds thee 
With kind Regard, and liftens to thy Coanfels. 

Ml HON, 
Be fUU thoa beating Heart f [Afid^.l WeB, Sir, 
go on. 

EVRYMACHVB. 
No more, there needs no more ; thy piercing Wic^ 
I read it in thy Eyes, hath fbnnd my Pnipofe. 
Be favorable then, be friendly to me; 
Nay ril coBJare thee, by my Hopes, by ^ne. 
Whether they f^low Wealth, or Pow'r, or Fame^ - 
Or what Defires ibe*er warm thy old Breaft, 
Counfel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend. 

JSTHON. 
Suppofe me fodi, Wliat flion'd my Frieod^p profit 
yoof 

EURTMACHUS. 
O by ten tbott&nd Ways has not tiiat Age 
That tiim*d thy revVend Locks fo Silver whiter 
Has it not gtv'n thee^km in Womankind, 
Sagacious Wifdom tp explore their Subtletiet^ 
Their coy Airerfions, and thesr eager Appetites, 
Their falfe Denials, and their fecret Yiehiings ? 
Yet more thy Friendihip with her former Loi^, 
Gives thee a Right to fpeak, and be bdie¥*d. 

JETHON. 
Then yoa woo'd have me wooe her for you, win 
herj ^ 

ThisQuee^, tUsWift of him that waa my Friend r 

EVkr. • 
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EURYMJCHUS. 

Thoo ^eak'il me well ; of him that was thy Friend , 
HisDeath has broke thofe Bonds ofLoveandFrieiuUbip* 
And leift me free and worthy to fucceed 
Both in.her Heait> and thine. 

jETHON. . 

Excufe nie, Sir, 
Nor think I meant to quelHon your high Wofth* 
I am but ill at Praifing, or my Tongue 
Had fpoke the great Things that my HearC thinks 

of you. 
Snppofe 4ne wholly yoarfr-^^Y^t do yon hold 
This Sovereign Beauty .made of fuch light Stuff, 
So like the xoramon Changelings of h^ Sex, 
That he that flatter d, figh'd, and fpoke her fair, 
Cou'd win her from her Ittbborn Kefolution 
And chafie Referv'dneit> with his fweet Perfnaiion ? 

EURTMACHUS, 

No, were fhe form*d like them» flie were a Conqoeft 
Beneath a Monarch's Love, or JEtbon*^ W\u 
Not but I thinky flie has her warmer Wiihes; 
^Twere monfbous eKe> and Nature had de»y*d 
Her choiceft Bleffing to her faireil Creature » 
Her fbft Defires that Ileal abroad unfeen. 
Like Silver Cynthia Aiding from l^er Orb, 
At dead of Night to young Emfymon't Arms. 

JSTHON.^ 

How ! think you fo ?-^-»Bttt £o 'tis true it may be,. 
The bell of all the Sex is but a Woman, 
And why fhou'd Nature^ break her Rule for One? 
To make One true, when^l the reft are falfc ? 
To find thofe Wiihes then, thofe fond Defires, 
To trace the fuHom Haunts of wanton Appetite, 
She muft be try'd^ 
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EURTMACHUS. 

That to thy Care, my ^thon. 
Thy Wit and watchful Friendfhip I commend. 

JSTHON. 
Yes, Sir, be certain on't, /he (hall be try'd ; 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 
Thri' all her Joys, her Sorrows and her Fears, 
Thro' all her Truth and Falfliood 111 purfue her. 
She fliall be fubtlcr than Deceit itfelf. 
And profp'roufly wicked if <he 'fcape me. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. 
This Day, at her Return from Jtmoh Altar, 
I have obtsdn'd an Hour of private Conference. 

JET HON. 
What! private, faid you f 'Twas a Mark of Favor, 
Diftinguiftiingly kind. 

EURTMACHUS^. 

Somewhat I urg*d 
That much concerned her Honor, and her Safety, 
Nay ev'n the Life of her belov'd Tikmachus^ 
Which to her Ear alone I wou'd difclofe: 
Thou ftialt be prefent — How I mean to prove her. 
Which way to (hake the Temper of her foul. 
And where thy Aid may ftand me moft in dead,. 
I will inftrua thee as we pafs along, 

JET HON. 

I wait yon. Sir. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Nor doubt of the Succefs, 
This ftubbom Beauty (hall betaaght Compliance. 
Fair Daughter of the p<fean, {xnil% Venus^ 
Thou Joy Of Godff and Men, afift my Porpofc j 

Thy 
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Thy Cyprus and Cyihtra leave a while. 
Thy Vaphian Groves and fweet IJaUtm Hill, 
To fix thy Empire in thia rugg'd Iflej 
Bring all thy Firea from every Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel froien Fair, 
Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
Stit learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 
Since Gods themfelves fubmit to Fate and Thee. 



Q.8 



342 U ITS S E 5. 




A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Enter Antinous^ Clson anJ A r c a s. 

• ^ ANT INDUS. 

*' 1"^ I S thus, my Fellow-Citizens and Friendt, 

X ^Tis thus unhappy Ithaca muft groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a foreign Lord i 
A needy upftart Race of hungry Strangers 
Shall fwarm upon the Land, eat its Increafe^ 
Devour the Labors of the toiling Hind, 
And gather all the Wealth and Honors of oar Ifie. 

CLEON. 
TheiilkeB Minions of the Saman Oouif, 
To lord it o'er the Province fhall be fcnt. 
To rule the Sjatc, tQ be the Chiefs in Wai',, » 

And lead our hardy Itbacaus to Battle. 
Freedom and Right fhall ccafe^ ourCorn^^Wine, Oil, 
The Fatnefs of the Year, fhall all be theirs ; 
Our modeft Matron? , and our Virgin Daughters* 
Ev'n all we hold mod dear, (hall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our in[ipcrious haughty Mailers. 

JRCJS. 
WouM I cou d fay I did not fear thefe Evils, 

J NT I NOUS. 
O honpft Areas, 'tis too plain a Danger, 
The Queen, required by public Voice to wed. 
To eii4 at ob(;c tiltc Hopes aud riotous Concourfe 

Of 
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Of princely Guefts, contending for her Love, 
O'er-paiDftg all the noblefl of oar Ifle, 
Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Enfymachms* 

CLEON. 
Why rides the Soman Fleet within oar Harbor, 

But to fupport their Tyrant's Title here? 

With Caufes feign'd they linger long, pretending 

Rnde Winter Seas, ivith Omens that forbid 

The frighted Mariner to leave the Shore ; 

While N^tmi fmooths his Waters for their PaiTage, 

And gently -v/hiftling Winds in\dte their Sails» 

As if thy wifh'd to waft them back to Sam§u 

ARC AS. \ • 

Uljiffii is no more; the partial Gods» 
Who favor'd Priam and his haplcfs Race, ' 
Hapre pour'd their Wrath on his devoted Head, 
And now in fome far diftant Realm, exposed 
To glut the Voltarens and the Lion's Maw^ 
Or in the QO%y Bottom of the Deep, 
Fall many a Fiathom down» the Hero Ties, 
And never (halV return — ^What then remaitw^ 
But that our Coontr^ fly to thee for Suq^r* 

\Ta Antiaoim 
TO'iliee, the noblcfllof the Lords oCIthoiaf 
And fince, fo Fate ordains, oar Queeji biii& w«d^ 
Be ^ou her fecond Choice, be thou our Raler, 
And favc our Nation from a foreign Yoke^ 

A NT 1 NOUS. 
Yon are my Friends, and over-rate my Woflh> 
But witnefi for me, for you ilill have known me. 
When e'er my Country's Service csdit me on* 
No Bnterprize fo doubtful, or fo diai^g^rovs,. 
But I will boldly prove it, to prsferve thee,. 
Oh bhaca^ from Bondage, 

Q4 CLEON' 
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CLEON. 

Wherefore urge you not 
Your Suit among the reft? " 

JNTINOUS. 

The cruel Queen 
Rejefts my humble Vows with angry Scorn : 
And when I once prefum'd to fpeak my Paflion, 

She caird it Infolence— Since then Fve ftrove 

To hide th'unlucky Folly, from all Eyes 

But yours, my Frlendi>, who view my naked Soul . 

ARC AS. 
Avow your^FIame in public, tell the World 
Antinous is worthy of a Queen ; 
So many valiant Hands (hall own your Caufe> 
So (hall the Voice in Ithaca be for you, 
The Queen (hall own your Love has made her greats 
And giv*n her back an Empire (he had loA. 

ANTINOUS. 
Think not I dream the Hours of Life away. 
Supine, and negligent cf Love and Glory % 
Noy Areas, no, my a£live Mind is bufy. 
And IHll has laboi^d with a vaft Defign; 
Ere long the beauteous Birth will be difclosM, 
Then (hall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 

Counfels, 
And manifeft the Love you bear Anttnous ; 
Till then be ftill— To favor my Defign, 
With low Submiiiions, with oWcquious Duty, 
And Vows of Fricnd(hip fit to flatter Boys with, 
I've wound myfelf into the Prince's Heart. 

CLEON, 
'Tis faid, the Love-fick Youth dotes ev'n to Deatk • 
Won the SamoH Princefs , fair Semantbe. 

ANTINOUS. 
Let it go OQr— *'tis a convenient Dotage, 

And 
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And fates my Porpofc well— The Youth by Nature 
Is aaive, fiery, bold/ and great of Soul; 
Love is the Bane of all thefe noble Qualities^ 
The fickly Fit that palls Ambition's Appetite j 
And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Difeafe, 
Inspiring lazy Wifhes, Sighs and Languilhings, 
UnadUve dreaming Sloth^ and womanifh Softnefs^ 
To freeze his Veins, and c^fsf^nch his manly Fires. 
The froward God of Love, to boaft his Jow'r, 
Has bred of late fome little Jars between 'em j 
But 'twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, 
And if my Augury deceives me not. 
This Day a Prieft in private makes 'em one. 
Unknown or to the Queen, or to Eufytnacbus,* 
But fee ! — ^They come— retire.— ^ 

Enttr Tblemachs and S s ma n t h e« 

Do, Sigh, and Smile, 
And print thy Lips upon the foft white Handi 
Scepters and Crowns arc Trifles none regard. 
That can be bleft with fuch a Joy as this is. 

[£*^«»/ Antinous, Cleon, o^i Areas, 

TELEMACHUS. 
Yes, my Semantbe^ ftill I will complain^ 

Still 1 will murmer at thee, cruel Maid, 

For all that Pain thou gav'ft my Heart but now. 

What God averfe'to Innocence and Love, . 

Cou d fhake thy gentle Soul with fuch a Storm 1 

Juft at that happy Moment, when the Prieft 

Had join'd our Hands, thou ftart'il as Death had (truck 

thee, 
. And fighing cry'dft. Ah I no !— it is impoffible f 

SEM'JNTHE, 
And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet I am yours ; 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and this Heart, 

QS Th^r 



il 
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This Heart that akct with Tendernefa^ €onfiim^d it; 

rELEMJCHUS. 
And yet thou art not mine ;-— elfe why this Sanoiv? 
Why art dioa wet with W6ci»ng» as the £ardi» 
When vernal Jo^g delcends in gende ShowVs^ 
To cauie Increafe, and blefs the infant Yeai^ 
When ev'iry fpiry Grafs, and punted FlowV, 
Is fauag with pearly Drops of heavenly Kaimi 
, S EM AN THE., 
Te Woods and Plains, and aU ye Vir^n Diyadf^ 
Happy Coinpanions of thoie Woods and Plains^ 
Why was I forc'd tt> leave your chearfcd Fellowihif^ 
To come and lofe my Peace of Mind at IthacAf 
And oh ! ^tman^e^ wherefore dtdfi thou liika 
To that dear Voice ?. why didft thou break thy VoiRr, 
Made to the Huntrefs Cynthia and her Train ? 
Ah f <ay» fond Maid, fay wherefore didft thoa bve ? 

TELEMACHUS. 
' Alasf my gentle Love, how have I wrong*d thee ? 
By what unwiHing Crime have I offended ? 
That thas with ftreaming Eyes thoa fhouldft complaixv 
Thus dafh my Joys, and quench thofe holy Fires,. 
By yellow HymetT^ Torch fo lately lighted : 
Thus (lain this bleiTed Day, our bridal Daj» 
With the deteHed Omen of thy Sorrows ? 

• SEMJNTHB. 
Of what fhou'd I accufe thee } thoa art noblc^ 
Thy Heart is foft, is pitiful and tender ; 
And thou wih never wrong the poor Semantht. 
And yet — — 

TELEMACUUS. 
What mean'ft thoo ? 

SEMANTUB. 

What have we been doi^? 

TELE. 
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7BLSMACHUS. 
A Deed of HapjHBeft. 

SEMANTHE. 

Arc we not marry'd ? 

TELEMACHUS. 
We are,— and like the carefbl, thrifty Hind, 
\Vho provident of Winter fills his Stores 
With all the varioas Plenty of the Autumn* 
We've hoarded up a mighty Mafi of Joy, 
To lail for all oiir Years that are to come. 
And fweeten tr^ry bitter Hour of Life. 

SEMJNTHE. 
Fain wonM I footh my Soul with thefe fweetHope»,. 
Forget the Anguifh of my waking Cares, 
And all thofe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumben^ ; 
Lad Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
Infenfible and foft, had flole upon me; 
Methought I found me by a murmVing Brook, 
Reclin'd atEafe upon the flow'ry Margin; 
Ai^d thou, thou firft and laft of all my Thoughtt^ 
Thou dear, eternal Objedl of my Wilhcs, 
Clofe \y my Side wert laid. — — . 

TELEMACHUS. 

Delightful Vifion f 
And oh I oh Pity that it was not real. 

^ SEMANTHE.^ 
A while on many a pleafing Theme we talkM, 

And mingled fweet Difcourfe; when on the SuddeBf 
The cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntfman's Horn, 
With all the chearful Muiic of the Chafe, 
Surpriz'd my Ear — and ftrait a Troop of Nymphs^ 
Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, 
Flew lightly by us, eager of the Sport; 
Laft came die Goddeis, great Latonah Daughter, 

With 
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With more than mortal Grace (he ftood confel^ 
I faw the golden Quiver at her Back» 
And heard the Sounding of her Silver Bow. 
Abaih'd Irofe, and lowly made Obcifance; 
But fhe, not fweet, nor affable, nor fouliDg» 
As once (he wont, with ffern Regard beheld Bie ^ 
And wherefore doft thou loiter here, ihe faid. 
Of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindful ? 
Return, thou Fugitive ^ nor vainly hope 
To drefs thy bridal Bed, and wafte thy Youth 
In wanton Pleafures, and inglorious Love ^ 
A Virgin at my Altar wert thou vow*d, 
*Tis fix'd by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
With that (he fnatchM a Chaplet from my Hand» 
Which fqr thy Head in Fondneis I had wove. 
And bore me fwiftly with her : — In my Flight, 
Backwards methought, I tum*d my Eyes to thee. 
But found thee not, for thou wert vanifli'd from m^ 
And in thy Place my Father lay extended 
Upon the Earth, a bloody lifelefs Coarie ; 
Struck to the viery Heart, I (hriekt aloud. 
And waking, found my Tears up()n my Pillow^ 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Senumtte^. 

Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, 
Safe in thy native unoffending Innocenc^. 
Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams^ 
And drowzy Night invades the weary World, 
Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantalGc Morpbeusy 
Ten thoufand mimic Fantoms fleet around him, 
Su.btle ae Air, and various in their Natures. 
£ach has ten thoufand thoufand different Forms, 
In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper,. 
While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 
Imaginary Evils give Mankinds 
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"* SEMJNTH'E. . ; 

Not happy oipcns that approve our Wifhes, 
When bright with Flames the chearfui J^liar fhines. 
And the good Goda are gracious to our Of^riiigs» 
Not Oracles themCelves, that fpeak us happy, 
Coa*d charm my .Fears, aiid lull my frowavd Sofrowi^ 
Like the dear Voice of him whom my Sodi ]oves^i 
£v*n while thoa fpok^D; my Breaft began to glow,. 
I felt fweet HopeSf aad-Joy ami Peace retaraing* 
And ' all the Fires of Life were kindled op anew. 

JELEMACHU&. 

Hence then, thou meager Carcj^ ill-boding Melaiu 

choly, \ 

Anxious Diiquiet, and heart^liH-eakingGcirf,' f 

Fly to your native Seats, whe^e deep belpw 
Old Night and Horror with the Furies dw^U 
Love and the joyful genial ,Bed difclaim. yoa f 
To Night a thoufand little laughing Cufids 
Shall b^ our Guard, . and wakeful watch around. iis» 
No Sound no Thought ihall jenter to diftorb us» 
But facred Silence reign ; unlefs, fometimes. 
We figh and murmur with Excefs of Happinels<> 

SEMANTHE. 
Alas, diy Lord! 

TELEMJCHUS. 

Again that mournful Sound I 
SEMANTHE. 
What other Pain is this ? what other Fear,, 
So difF Vent quite from what I felt before ? 
Alternate Heat and Cold (hoot thro' my Veins> 
Now a chill Dew hangs faintly on my Brow, ♦ 

And now with gentk Warmth I glow all o'er ; 
Short arf my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart,. 
I gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 
.'Tis Pain and Pleafure blended^ both at once, 

Tis 
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!Ti8 Life and Deadi» or Ibmefihiag more than either 

TELEMACHUS. 
Than QBtr/'d Soldiers wiien die Tiimipet Somds, ' 
Exped the Combat with imcertaia Pa£ons ; 
Thus Nattue ^aka in nnezperienc'd Maxdv 
4wl thus tbqf Utt% and thus like thee they tcemUob. 
At Even^ vifhen the Queen retires to Reft, 
1*11 meet thoe here» and take thee to my Asms, 

Thy bcft» thy. fnieft Refage. 

But feel the Strasfsr JEMvo comes, retiis,. . . 
I wou'd not have his watchfnl.Eye obferve us» 

Enter^ Mr vloh* 

I charge ^ee loiter not, bot hafteto Uefa me, 
Hafte, at th* appointed Hour——* 
Think widk what eager Hopes, what Rage I bum, 
. For t^ty tedions Minnie how I mourn; 
Think, how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, 
And break my Heart with Grief, for ^y unkind Delay. 

[Exumt Telemachus ojn/ Semanthe. 

JSTUaN. 
Ha ! what fo clofe ? how cautious to avoid a»l 
As who Ihott'd fay. Old Man yon are:too wife. 
What his my Youth to do with your- Inftru6lions,.. 
While Folly is fo pleafant to my Tafte, 
And damned Deftrudkion wearsa Face fofide ^ 
This 5ii»wfl» King b happy in his Arti : 
His Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Dkma^ j 

Is brought to play the- Wanton her^ in Mac0: I 

No matter for Religion j let the Gods ^ 

Look to their Rites ^emfelves ; the Youth grows foad^ 
Ju0 to their Wi(h r and fwears himfelf their YailaL i 

His Mother follows next— 4iu« foft— they come*; ^ 

Now 
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Now to put on the Pander .'——That's my OiEce« 
£»ter the Qv ben anj EukymaceV9» 

Have I not anfwer'd oft, it is in rain. 
In vain to wge me^with tht$ hatefol Subjdfif 
As thoor art noble, pity me, Eutymacbus^ 
Atld not new Weight oi Sorrows to my Days, 
That drag too flow, too heavily along ; ' 
Compel me not to curfe my Life, my Being, 
To curfe each Morn, each chearful Morn that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 
To cv'ry wretched' Creature, but myfelf ;. 
To me it brings more Pain, and iterated Woe& 

EURTMACUVS. 
Oh God of Eloquence, bright Majas Son f 
Teach me what more than portal Gr^ce of Speech^ 
What Sounds can move this fierce relendefs Fair, 
This cruel Queen, that pitilefs beholds 
My Heart that bleeds for her, my humble Slnee» 
In abjed low Submi&on bent to Earth, 
To deprecate her Scorn, and beg in vain. 
One gracious Word, one favorable Look. 

^UEEN. 
Count back the tedious Years, fince Bt& my Hcaoo 

Forfbok thefe faithful Arms to war with Troy ; 
And yet in all that long, long Tradl of Time, 
Witnefs, ye chafter Pow'rs, if ere my Thoughts 
Have harbored any other Gueft but him ; 
Remember, King o£.Simoj, what I've been. 
Then think if I can change-— ^/>$0« / come near- 

[^thon comes forward* 
Qood honeft Man I how rare is Truth like thine ! 
Thou great Example of a loyal Friend f 

I JETHQN. 
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Oh Lady, fpare that Praife ; if few like me 
Arc Friends, yet none have ever lovM like yoa ; 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years ! 
'Tis irkfome to Remembrance, to look back 
Upon your Youth, that happies Part of Life^ 
Like fome fair Field, or rich and fertile Soil» . 

That might have bleft the Owner with Abundance* 
But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, 
Lies fencelefsy wild, uncultivate, and wafte. 

Alas r 

EURTMACHUS. 
Were Youth and Beauty giv'n in vain ? 
Why were the Gods fo laviih of their Gifts, 
To one,| whofe fullen Pride negleds to ufe *em» 
As if fhe fcorn'd the Care Heav'n took to make her 
happy i 

JETHON. 

More than enough of Sorrow have you knows | 
Give Eafe at length to your afflifted Soul, 
Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, 
Tafte the good things of Life, yet ere they perifh. 
Yet ere the happy Seafon pafs away. 

^EEN, 

'What Sovereign Balm, what heav'niy healing Art^ 
Can cure a Heart fo torn with Grief as mine. 
Can ftay this never-ceaiing Stream of Tears, 
And once mpre make my Senfes know Elelight? 

EURTMACHUS, 
What God can work that Miracle but. Love ? 
Love, who difpenfes Joy to Heav'n itfelf. 
And chears his Fellow Gods more than their Ne£br, 
'Till wrapt with vaft, unutterable Pleaiures, 
Such as immortal Natures only know. 

Each 
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Each owns his PowV, and blefles the fweet Boy. 

' Now, ^thoftt by thy Friendfhip to my Lord, 
Anfwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King j 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
My Virtue thus, with loofe diihonefl Courtfliip. 

JETlHON. 
Pixe Love and Virtue then fuch mortal Foes, 

That they muil never ^neet ? 

Never with me, 
Unlefs my Lord return.. 

jETHON. 

Vain Expe£lation f 

^EEN. 
Haf Surely I miftook !— what faidftthoa, ^tbon f 

jETHON,, 
That you have waited long for that Return, 
Wafted too much ofXife, and caft away 
Thofc precious Hours, that might have been cmpIoy\l 
To better Ufe than Weeping. 

^^UEEN. 

• This from thee I 

bh faithlefs l Truth is vanilh'd then indeed. 
Oh jEthoH / art thou too — become my Enemyf 

uETHON. 
If, to rewvd your Faith to loft UfyJ/hf 
I pray the Gods to heap their Bleffings oo yo«, ' 
To make you Miftrefs of a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, notlcr than your own ; 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Lavci 
If this be Enmity, you may accufeme. 

^EEN. 
Deft thoa follicit for him ; d6ft thou dare 

Invade 
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Invade my Peace, my Virtue ? 

jETHON. 

Not for him. 
But for the common Happinefs of both. 

Traitor f no more — at length thy wicked Arts, 
Thy falfe diflembled Friendlhip for my Lord, 
Thy pious Journey hither for his fake. 
Thy Care of me, my Son, and of the State, 
Thy Praife, thy Counfels and thy Shew of Virtue, 
So holy, fb adorad with rev'rend Age, 
^ are reveaPd, and thou cohfeft a Villain i 
Hire, and the fcH-did Love of Gain have caught thee; 
Gold has prevailed upon thee to betray me. 
And baj^ain for my Honor with this Prince. 

[Pointing to Eurymachoi* 

JEr'HOK 
It grieves me I offend you~fure I am, 
I meaAt it aa a Ftiend. 

Hence from my Sight ' 

iURTMACHUS, 
JEthoHi no more,— Since Love and wtlliog^FfieniA^ 
Emptoy their, pious Offices in vain,. 
Learn we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, 
Learn we, from hor Example, to be cruel: 
And tju>* OQf fefter Pafioaa reft unfatiafy'd. 
Yet the more fierce, the manlv, and the rough. 
Shall be indulged and riioc to Excels. 
Up tittn, Revei^pB, and arm thee thon fell Fivy, 
Up then and (bake thy hundted iron Whips, 
To Day I vow to facrifice to thee, 
Andflakediy.hocridThiiftwithDimnght5Q£royalQore. 

« ■ 

^UEEN* 
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What fays the Tyrant ? [Jfidie."] Oh, Eurymachus, 
What fatal Parpofe has thy Heart conceived } 
What means that Rage that lightens in thy £yes» 
That flafhes fierce, afid menaces Defbudion ? 

EURTMACHUS. 

The lambent Fire of Love prevails no more. 
And now another mightier Flame fucceeds ; 
Vaunt not too foon, nor triumph in thy Scorn :^ 
For know, proud Queen, in fpight of thy Difdain, 
There is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 
Thou haft a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes 

^UEEN. 
Oh fatal Thought I 
Fear, like the Hand of Death, has feiz'd my Heart, 
€old, chilling Cold my Son I Oh my Telmacbtuf 

jETHON. 
That Stroke was home — now, Virtue, hold thy own. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, aad holds 

His frail uncertain Being at my Fleafure, 
And when I frown, Death and De(iriiak>n» greedx» 
Watchful, intent like Tigers on their Prey, 
Start fudden forth, aixl feize the helple& Bojr. 
Three hundred chofen Warriors from my Fleet, 
Who undifcem'd, in Parties, and by Stealth, 
L/ite came alhore, now wait for ray Commands i 
Think on 'em as the Minifters of Fate, 
- For when I bid 'em execute, *tis done. • 

^UEEN. 
If, as my Soul pre&ges from thofe Terrors 
Which gather on thy ftem, tempeftuous Brow, 
Thou art feverely bent on Death and Vfengeancc, 

Yet 
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Yet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pray V, 
Olv fpare the Innocent, fpare my Ttkmacbus^ 
'Let not the Ruffian's Sword nor mord'roas Violenct 
Cut off the noble Promife of his Yonth, 
Oh fpare him, and let all thy Rage fall here ; 
Remember *twas this haughty, ilabbom Qaeen 
Refused thy Love, and let her feel thy Hate. 

EURTMACHUS, - 
A fecret Joy glides thro' my fuUen Heart, 
To fee fo fair a Suiter kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like thefe ? 
jEthon, go bear this Ring to bold Ceraunusy 
The valiant Leader of our Samian Band j 
My lad of Orders, which this Mom I gave him. 
Bid him perform i hade thou> and fee it done. 

^UEEK 
Stay, I conjure thee, JEthoM'^Cmel King f 
Speak, anfwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret : 
Where points this fudden, dark, myfterious Mifchief f 
Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch 
This winged Thunder aims — Say, while my Fean 
Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee. 

EURTMJCHUS. 
Already doft thou dread the gathering Storm, 
That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin ? 
But mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that. 
Too foon it (hall be told thee— ^/i&0», hence. 

^U EEN, holding MxJtion. 
Not for thy Life — No not 'tUl thou haft heard me. 
« [To Enrymachus* 

Too well, alas ! I undcrftand my Fate j 
How have I been among the happy Mothers 
Caird the moft happy, now to be moft miferable : 
The Barren, comfortleis fate down aad wept, 

IVhen 
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When they comparM their Marriage- Beds with mine; 
The FruidFttl, when they boafted of their Numbers, 
With Envy and unwilling Praife, confeil 
That I had all their BleiGngs in my One. 
Our Virgins, when they met him, iigh'd and blufh'd. 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, 
And gazing Crowds purfu'd and bleft him as he pafs'd. 
But then his Youth ! his Tendemefs ! his Piety' 
Oh my TeUmachus I my Son ! my Son ! 

EURTMACHUS. 
And what are all thefe Tears and helplefs Waitings, 
What poor Amends to injurM Love and me ? 
How have I mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and cruel ? 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping ? 
How have I taught the ftubborn Rocks of Ithaca^ 
And all the founding Shore to echo my Complainings ? 
And haft thou e'er relented ? Now mourn thou. 
And murmur not, nor think thy Lot too hard. 
Since equal Juftice pays thee but thy own. 

^UEEN. 
Oh didft thou know what Agonies I feel. 
Hard as thou art, thou wofild'it have Pity on me: ' 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reft, 
But *tis Defpair— *tis mad— -tormenting Rage, 

Tis terrible— 'tis bitter Pain ^it is 

A Mother's Mourning for her only Son. 

JETHON. f 

Now, now her laboring Heart is rent with AnguiCh F 
Oh Nature, how affeding are thy Sorrows f 
How moving, znelting in a Modier's Eyes f 
So Silver TJbetis, on the Phrygian Shore, 
Wept for her Son, foreknowing of his Fate, 
The Sea -Nymphs fate around, and join'd theirTears, 
While from bis loweft Deep old Father Ocean 

Was 
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Was heard to groan in pity of their Paiii, Ijffii, 

EURTMJCHUS. 
Fair Monmer rife— Thus hx thoo haft pi«vaxrd» y^ 

\Oferkfg iQ rmji kff. 
If, to atone for all I haye endar^d, 
iFoi* all thy cold Neglect thy Arts, Delaye* 
For all my Years of anxious Expe^latipn, 
This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms; 
This Night ! For Love, impatient of my Wrongs, 
Allows not ev^n a Moment's Space beyond it. 
The Prince, thy lov'd Tikmachtu, (hall live» 
And Danger and Diftrefs ihidl never know thee more* 

Oh Shame I Oh Modefky I ConmAiial Track 
And fpotlefs Parity I Ye heavenly Train ! 
Have I preferv'd yon in my fecret Soul, 
To give yon op at laft> then plunge in Gtrile, 
Abandoned to Diihonor and Pollncion ? 
Oh never I never I let me firft he raek*d, \ 

Tom, fcattcr^d by the Winds, plungM in the Deep, 
Or bound amidft the Flames—Oh friendly Earth 
Open thy Bofom— — And then Profirfim, 
Infernal jMrn^ mighty Queen of Shades, 
Receive, me to thy dark, thy dreadftil Empire, 
And hide me, fave me from thU I'yrant^ Fory* 

jBTHON. 
Oh racking, racking Pain of fecret Thought f 

BURTMACHUS. 
Hence ! hence thou Triflcr Love ! fcmd, vain De- 
ceiver f 
I caft, I tear thee out ■ jEtbon, be gone I 
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Then drag me too !-^Yet heai^me once^ once morCf 
For I win fpeak to thee of Love !■ of R^e I 
Of Death ! of Madnefs ( and eternal CJ^aot I 

EURrMJCHUS. 
Away, thou Loiterer ! {T^ ^t&on« 

MTHON. 

Then I mud ^. 
^UEEN. 
Eurymacbui ! [HQlding oui h$r Mtmd /a iiffh. 

EVRTMAQHUS. 
Speak«i i ■ 

^UEJCN. 
Mercy I 

MURrMJCHUS. 
LcFvef 

^UEEN. 

Telemachus^ 
EURTMACHUS. 
VLy Qoeea f my Goddefs ! Art thou kmd at laft ? 
Oh foftty, foftly breathe the charming Sound, 
^nd let it gesdy ileal upon my Soul, 
Gently as ^h the balmy Dew from Heav'n, 
Or let thy kind eonfenting Eyes fjpcak for thee. 
And bving me the fweet Tidings from thy Heart i 
She yields ! Immortal Gods ! flie yields ! 

^VEEN. 

Where is h« ? 
Where is my Son 2 O fieU me, is he Me ? 
Swear to me fome moft facred A>kmn Oath, 
Swear my Tekmatbus is free fi^m Danger. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Hear me, great T^kv, Father of Gods and Men, 
And thou blua {ffifttm^^ and thou Stj^pan P/ufo, 

Heiar» 



/ 



360 U LT S S E S. 

Hear, all yc greater and ye leflcr Powers, 

That rule in Heav'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 

While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I fwear. 

That royal Youth, that beft-lov*d Son is fafe» 

Nor dies unlefs- his Mother urge his Fate. 

At Night, a Priefl, by faithful JBthon'i Care» 

In private fiiall attend at thy Apartment ; 

There while rich Gums we bum, and fpicy Odors^ 

The Gods of Marriage and of Lore invoking,. 

I will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 

Devote ev*n all my Pow*rs to thy Command. 

Till then be kind, and leave me to myfelfj 
Leave me to vent the Fulnefs of my Breaft, 
Pour out the Sorrows of- my Soul alone. 
And figh my felf, if. poffible, to Peace, 
Oh thou dear Youth, for whom I feel again 
My Throea, and twice endure a Mother's Pain; 
Well had I dy'd to fave thee. Oh my Son, 
Well, to preferve thy Life, had giv*n my own ; 
But when the Thoughts of former Days return. 
When my loft Virtue, Fame, and Peace I mourn. 
The Joys which ftill thou gav'il me I forget. 
And own I bought thee at a Price too great. 

[Exit tbi Queen* 
EURTMACHUS. 
At length we have prevailM: Fear, Doubtand Shame, 
Thofe peevi(h female Virtues, fly before us. 
And the difpnted Field at laft is ours. 

JETHON. 
Yes, you have conquered, have approved yourfelf 
A Mafter in the Knowledge of the Sex. 
What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, 
To rifle all the Spoils of captive Beaut/, 

And 
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And reap the fweet Reward of your pafi Labors? 
What of the Prince ? 

EURTMJCHUS. 

He Iive9> bat mol! be mine. 
And my Semantbe^% Love the band to hold him; 
But to to-morrow*s Dawn leave we that Care« . 
The prefent Day, for deep, for vaft DeHgns, 
And hardy Execution is decreed. 
This Nightj according to their wanton Riot« 
The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaft. 

uETHOK' 
. I marked but now die mighty Preparation^ 
When to the Hall the fweating Slaves pad in. 
Bending beneath the mafly Goblets Weight, 
Whofe each capacious Womb, fraught with dch J^uce 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, 
Portended witlefs Mirth, vain Laughter, BoafUng, 
Contentious Brawling, Madnefs, Mifchief, and foul 

Murder j 
While to appeafe the Glutton's greedy Maw 
Whole Herds are ilain, more than fufiice for Heca 

tombs, 
£v*n more than Zeal, with pious prodigality, 
Beftows upon the Gods to feed their Priefts with* 

. EURTMACHUS. 
'Then mark me well, or e'er the xoHing Nigjht 
Have iimih'd half her Courfe, the fumy Vapors 
And mounting Spirits of the deep* drunk Bowl, 
Shall feize the Brains of theie carouiing Lovers j 
Then ihalt thdu JEtbon^ with my valiant Samiatu, 
Arm'd and appointed all at thy Command, 
Smround the Hall, and on our common Foes 
At once revenge my Queen, thyfelf and me. 

Vol.* I. R JETEON^ 
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JETHQN, 

Ha I At a Blow ! — 'ds juft . 'tis greatly 

thought! 

By Jove, th'Avcnger, 'twill be noble Slaughter ; 
Nor doubt th* Event, I anfwcr for 'cm all, ^ 
£v'n to a Man. 

. EURTMACHUS, 
Thine then be all the Care, 
While I with fofter Pleafurcs crown my Hours, 
And revel in Delight. 

JBTHON. 

How f at that Hour \ {^Startitig, 
Ha ! —In Enjoyment I Can that be ? 

EURTMJCHUS. 

It man. 
Fierce for the Joy, in fecret and alone 
I'll ileal upon my Love. 

jETHON. 
^ Stay ! that were well I 

Alone you maft— 

EURTMJCHUS. 
: . None but the confcious'Prieft -^— 

That too mvA be thy Care,' to choofe one faithful. 
One for the Purpofe fit. 

Moft worthy Office I {u^. 
One to your Wifli, try'd in thefe pious Secrets* 
My Friend of ancient Date, ii now in Ithaca j * 
Him fworn to Secrecy, and well prepar'd, 
I will inftrud to wait you with the Queen. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Then be propitious. Love ! 

JSTHON. 

And thou,' Revenge! 

. Shoot 
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Shoot all thy Fires» and wake my flumb'ring Rage ; 
Let my paft Wrongs^ let Indignation raife 
My Age to emulate my youthful Praiie; 
Let the ftern Purpofe of my Heait iucceed^ 
Let Riot, Lufly and proud Injuftice bleed. 
Grant me but this, ye Gods^ who favor Right, 
1 ask no other Blifs nor fond Delight, 
Nor envy thee, O King, thy bridal Night. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT in. S C E NE L • 

Entsr ^THON* Mentor and £ v m je u s 

^THON. 

IF Virtae be abandoned, loil and gone. 
No matter for the Means that wrought the Raia; 
Whether the Pomp of Pleafure danc'd before her. 
Alluring to the Senfe, or dreadfal Danger 
Came arm'd witii all its Terrors to the Onfet, 
She ihoa'd have held the Battle to the laft. 
Undaunted, yieldle&« firm, and d/*d or conquerM. 

MENTOR, 
Think on what hard, or what unequal Terms 
^ Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakness, 
Befet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 
Maintains the doubtful Conflifl— — Sure if an/ 
Have kept the holy Marriage-Bed inviolate. 
If all our Grecian Wives are not like ffeien. 
That Praife the CJueen my royal Mifbefs merits. 

EUMJEUS. 
And oh impute not one unheeded Word, 
Forc'd from her in the bittereft Pangs of Sorrow, . 
Wiien fierce conflifUng Paffion ftrove within. 
Like all the Winds at once let k)ofe upon the Main, 

When wild Diilraaion rul* d Oh urge not that, 

'^ . A 
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A Blemifii on her fair, her matchlefs Fame. 

JET HON. 
Oh MentoTy and Eumaai, faithful Pair f 
To whom my Life, my Honor, all I trull, 
Thefc Eyes beheld her yielding— Curfed Objca ? 
Beheld her in the SamioH King s Embrace i 
The Sight of Hell, of baleful Jcbtrofty 
That rolls his livid Waves around the DamnM, 
Roaring and yelKng on the farther Shore» 
Was not fo terrible, fo irkfome to me, ~ 
As when I faw his Arms infold FmdTpe. 
J heard the fatal Compad for To-night, 
The Joys which he propos'd, nor (he denyM «— 
But &e fl)c comes ' 

MENTOR. 
How much unlike a Bride I 

Inter the QjJ bin. 

Behold her Tears, fee comfortlefs ABt&ion^ 
Anguifh, and helplefs, defolate Misfortune 
Writ in her Face. 

jETHON. 
Retire ; I jvoa*d obferve her. 

[Mentor anJ Eumasos re/ire to tie back Part (f 
the Stage. 

^EEN. 
And doft thou only weep ? Shall that put off 
Th' approaching Hour of Shame, or fave thy Son ? 
Thou weep'ft, and yet the fetting Sun defccnds 
Swift to the weftcrn Waves, and guilty Night, 
Hafty to fpread her Horrors o'er the World, 

Rides on the dusky Air, And now it comes. 

The fatal Moment comes, ev'n that dread Time 
When Witches meet to gather Herbs on Graves, 
When difcontented Ghoiis forfake their Tombs, 

R 3 And 
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And ghaflly roam about, and doleful groan* 

And hark ( the Screech-Owl fcreams^ and beats the 

Window 
With deadly Wings — And hark \ More dreadful yet, 
Like Thracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel^ 
The furious Bridegrooqi comes ' The Tyrant I 

Ravifhcr ! 
And (^t\ the Shade jof my much injured Lord 
Starts up to blaft me ! — Hence ! — Begone, you Horrorii 
For I. will hide me in the Arms of Deaths 
'And think on you no more— That Traitor here f 

[Suing >£thon' 
jE T.HON. 
Hail beauteous Queen I The God of Love falotct 

thee, . 
And thus by great Eurjmachush^ (peaks. 
Be Sorrc w and Misfortune on thy Koes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with fmiling Peace, 
Content,, and everlafting Joy dwell with thee. 

^UEEN. 
Comll thou to greet me with the Sounds of Joy ^ 
Thou Meffenger of Fate ! ' So the hoarfe Raven 
Croaks o*er the Manfion of the dying Man, 
And often warns him with this difmal Notci« 
To think upon his Tomb. 

JSTHOK 
Or 1 miftook. 
Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 
Kindly to ask at what aufpicious Hour, 
Your royal Bridegroom and the Prieft ihou'd wait you* 

^UE £ N. 
Too well my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings.— 
Now what Reply ? — there is no Room for Choice, 
*'l is one Degree of Infamy to doubt i 

3 What 
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What muft be, muft be— Let me then refolve, 
*Tis only thus no more and I am free. 

Say to the Samian King, thy Matter, thus ; 
When Menelaus and the Fate of Greece 
Summon'd my Lord to Troy^ he left behind him 
None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire. 

JBTHON. 
How, Lady ? — Whether points her Meaning now?— 

[Jfidf. 
^UE E N. 
Say too, Tve held his Merit in the Balance, 
But fiftdlthe Price of Honor fo much greater. 
That 'twere an Idiot's Bargain to exchange 'em ; 
Yet tell him too, I have my Sex's Weaknefs, 
I have a Mother's Fondnefs in my Eyes, 
And all her tender Faflions in my Heart.' 

jETHON, 
Ay, there I 'Tis there lhe*a loft! [Jfide. 

» . . ^UEEN. 

Nor can I bear 
To fee what more, far more than Life I joy in. 
My .only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, 
My Son by bloody Hands mangled and murder'd ; 
{Oh terrible to Nature f) therefore one, 
'One Remedy alone is left to fare me, 
To (hield me from a Sight of ib mach Horror, 

And tell Eipymacbus, I find it— here. 

[She offers toftah her/elf % ^thon catchet 
hold of her Arm^ and frevents her, 
jETHON. 
Forbid it, Gods ! perilh the Tyrant rather. 
Let Samos be no more. 

R 4 ^UEEir. 
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Off f Off, thou Traitor ! 
Give way to my Juft Rage f — Oh tardy Hand ! 
To what haft thou betrayed me ! Let me go. 
Oh let me, let iiie die, or I will curfe thee, 
'Till Hell ihall tremble at tny Imprecations, 
Till Heav'n Ihall blaft thee— loft !— undone for ever ! 

jETHON. 
O Trifler that I am ! Matttfr I Euuuem ! 

[Tbiy conn /or*ward^ 
Come to my Aid f— *Bc calm but for a Moment, 
And wait to fee what Wonders it will fhew thee. 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, 
Guard her from evVy Inftrument of Death; 
Sooth and affuage her Grief, till my Return 
Unfold the mighty Secret of her Fate, 
iin4 ofice more reconcile her Soul to Peace. 

[ExitlE&xau 

And are you too my ^oes ? have yon confpir'd 
And join'd with that falfe jEthon to betray me ? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the Duft, 
Here fit, a poor forlorn, abandoned Woman; 
Call not thy Eyts up to yon azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods ace pitUefs* 
Or bufy in their Heav'n, and thou not worth ihek 

Care; 
And oh ! oh I caft *em not on Earth to feek 
fot Succor from the faithlefs Race of Man ; 
But as thou art forfaken and alone, 
Hope not for Help, where there is none to help thee> 
But think-*^*tis Defoladon all about thee. 

MENTOR. 
Far be that Thought, to think you are forfaken j 

Gods 
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Gods and good Men (ball make you iliU their Care. 
And oh, I far be it from yoar faithful Servants* 
For all thofe Honors mad Ambition toils for* " 
For all the Wealth that bnbes the World to Wickednefs, 
For Hopes or FearSs for Pleafures or for Pains, 
To leave our royal Miftrefs in Diftrefs. 

EUMjEUS. 
At length Time's Fulnefs comes, and that great 
Period, 
For which fo many tedious Years rolfd round. 
At length the white, the fmiling Minute comes. 
To wipe the Tears from thofe fair Eyes for ever j 
That good we daily prayM for, but pray'd hopelefs^ 
1 hat Good, which er'n the Prefcicnce of the Godi 
(So doubtfully wras it fet down in Fate,) 
Uncertainly fbrefaw, and darkly promisM, 
That Good, one Day, the happieft of our Lives, 
Freely and fortunately brings to pafs. 

MENTOR. 
And hark! vindidUve yo^e prepares his Thunder, 

{Tbundtrs, 
- Let the Wrong-doer and the Tyrant tremble; 

The Gods are prefent with us And behold f ' 

The folid Gloom of Night is rent afunder. 
While Floods of dazUing, pure setfaerial Light, 
Break in upon the Shades-- --She comes, &e comesl 
Fallas^ the Fautrefs of my Maflex^s Arms. 
And fee where terrible in Arms, majeflic, 
Ce&ftial, and ine£iibly effulgent,. 
Sie (hakes her dreadfol ^gU from the Clouds \ 
Bendy bend to Eaxth, and own the prefent l!>eity. 

[It thunders again, 
[The Scene opens above, and difcovers Pallas in 

Jhe Ckudt. [They kmeL 

R i EU' 
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EUMJBUS. 
Daughter of mighty yas/e^ Tntoma» Pal/oi, 
Be favorabJe I oh ! — Oh ! be propitious, 
. An4 fave the finking Houfe of thy U{yjej. 

MENT.OR. 
Goddefs of Arts and Arms, thou bloe-ey'd Maid, 
Be favorable ! oh ! oh f be propitious. 
And glad thy Suppliants with fome chearful Omen. 

^UEEN, 
Virgin, begot and bom of yow alone, 
Chaftc, wife, vidorious, if by_ thy Afliflanc;e 
The Greekj were well ayeng'd on perjur'd Trey, 
If by thy Aid, my Lord fr^m Ihracian fthefm 
Obtain'd his fnowy Steeds, and brought faccefsfol 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece ; . 

Once more be favorable — be propitious, 
Reftore my Lord — Or if that be dcny'd* 
• Grant me to ihare his Fate, and die with Honor* 

[Tbunder agcuu-^-^^Tbe Scene clofes abo^e-"'^ 
: Tbey rife^ 
' ■ MENTOR. 

The Goddefs fmiks — Moft -happy be the Omen ! • 
And to the Left aufpidous rolls the Thunder. 

Enter JE*t HON^r Ulysses, ^without bis Dtfgmfe-, 
* ptagnificently art^d and habited^ 

^UEEN. 

What other God art thou ? Oh facred Form f 

r dream; I lave ! — Why put'A thou on this Semblance? 

What'fliall I call thee ? Say, fpeak, anfwer me. 

[She advances two or three Steps, looking 

\ z, . . .. amazedfy.. . . » 

Son «f Luertn / King f my Lord f-rr — rr C^' ^ 

^ ULYSSES. 
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Why doft thou gaze ?— Am I fo dreadful dill ? 
> Is there fo much of jEthon ftill about me ? 

Or haft thou is it poifible^—— forgot me ? 

Do's not thy HeJrt acknowledge fomething here ? 

^UEEN, 
Nay 'tis, 'tis nioft impoffible to Reafon. 
Bat what have I to do with Thought or Reafon l 
Thus mad, diftrafted, raging with my Joy, 
I'll ruih upon thee, clafp thee to my Bofom, 
And if it be Delufion, let me die, 
Here let me fmk to everlafting Reff, 
Jult here, and never, never think again« 

ULT.SSES. 
No, live thou great Example of thy Sex, 
Live for the World, for me, and for thyfelf. 
Unnumbered Bledlings, Honors, Years of 'Happinefs, 
Crowns from the: Gods, enrich'd with brighteft Star»>. 
All Htf av'n and Earth united' in Applaufe, 
Wait with qj£ci<>»3 Duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haftdeferv'd, 
Thst Fukiefft of Delight, of which thefe Arms 
And-tfaifi'tranfporting Moment gtvtes thee'fiariiefi. 

.J : ^UEEK 
I. f^H^.up^jn thya Fa? ei and Jfec .thee Ee?a 
The fullen Pow'rs below, who rule the Dead,, 
Have liften'd to my Weeping, a|id relent^^ ; 
H^v^ fent the?, ffom Elyjfum b»ack to me \ 
Or from the I^e|pp» from.Sea-peen Neptune's Scats 
Thou'rt rifen like the Day- Star, or from Hcav'n . 
Some God^has broi;ight thee on the Wings of Winds; 
Oh Extefy ! J But all that I can know. 
Is that I w^ke ^d live, ^ajid thou art here. 
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troy^ t forgive thee now ; ye Toils and Pctik 
Of my pad Life, well are you paid at once. 
For this the faithlefs Synm fung in vain. 
For this I Tcap'd the Den of xnonlUous Poljpbmet 
Fled from Calyffo*^ Bonds » and GrceB Charms ; 
For this feven Days, and feven long Winter Nights, 
Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving Mail » 
Toft by the Surge, piercM by the bitter Blafts 
Of bleak North. Winds, and drenched in the chill 

Wave, 
I flrove w\^h all the Terrors of the Deep. 

^UEEN. 
.Yes thoa haft borne it dl, I know thou haft, 
Thefe Wars, Winds, Magic, Monfters, all for me. 
Bleft be the gradons Gods diat gave d&ee to mef 
Say then \ Oh h9w* fhall I rewatd diy Labora^ 
Bat I will fit and liften to thy Story, 
While thoa reconnt'ft it o^er $ and when thoo fpeak'ft 
Of Difficulties hard and near to Diea&, 
I'll pity thee, and anfirer with my Tears i 
Bat when thoa com'ft to ivf h<yw die Gods faVd tliee^ 
And how thy Virtae ftroggied throngk ti« DaDger, 
For Joy, Til fold thee thus witib foft Endearments, 
And crown diy Conqoeft mth left tkoafind J^flbsw 

IfirsSES". ' 

It is a heavy and a ratM Tale, 
But thoa wilt kindly ihare with me in all things ; 
It fhall be told thee, then; whatever I faftr'd. 
Since, in a locklefs Hoar, I firft fet oat, 
Er^tt to that time, when fcarce twice ten Days paft^ 
As from Fhaacta homeward bound fo Jfbaca^ 
A Storm overtook and wreck'd meontiie Cdaft$ 
Alone and naked was 1 caft afiiore. 

3 And 
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And only to thefe faithful Two made knoAvn, 
*Till ^9ve fhou'd point me out ibme Oppottuoity, 
Once more to feize my Right in thee and Empire. 

mentor: 

'Tia haird, injanous, and Offence to Yirtoe, 
To interrupt your Joys, ye royal Pair 5 
But oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caudoiiy 
Think where you art, what Eyes malicious Chance 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 
Untimely to difclofe the fatal Birth, 
And raihly bring it immature to light 

ULTSSES. 

MentflTp Aott warn'^fl; us well — ^Retire, my Love« 

^UBEN. 

What, mu& we part already } 

UirSSES. 

For a Moment^ 
Like Waves divided by the gliding Bark> 
That meet again^ and mingle aa before. 

^UMEN.. 
, Be fine k be aot long^* 

ULTSSES. 
. .%. > Sweet, it flia'-fio^ 

I'll meet thee foon, and faring our mutual Blefiingy 
Our^ Son t' iftcretfe the Joy ; 

^US E N. 

I mnft obey yon. 
Remember weU how long thou haft been ab&nt> 
And what a poor Am^ds this fhort Enjoyment 

makes me. 
Oh I ihall die with (bong Defire to fee thee. 
Shall think this one impatient Minnte more, 
.Than idi-thy long, long twenty Years before. 

[£;v/^ Queeft. 

Enter 
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Emtif ai the Other Door Tel EM AC Hvs^ 

TELEMJCHUS, 
The Queen my Mother, pad (he not this wajr ? 

MENTOR. 
She did» my Lord» ev'n now. 

TELEMJCMUS. 

Saw yon not toc^ 
The Samian Princefs, fair Semantbi^ with her I 
Say, went they not together ? 

ULYSSES. 

Might I fpeaky. 
I think» it is not fit they were together; 
For wherefore fhou'd the Qaeen of Ithaca^ 
Hold Commerce with the I>a'ughter of Eurymacbus ? 
Pardon -me, Six, I fear you are offended , 
And think this Boldncfs does Dot fit a Stranger* 

. flL^EMAC'HUS. 

'Tis true thou art a Stsaoger to my £ye8> 
And yet, methought; thoufpok'fl yvithjEthon*tVinc€, 
Save, that th* uiitowaid Porpofe of thy Words 
Seem'd harfh* ungentle, and not like my Fiiend* 

ULrSSRS. 

Whate'er I feem, believe me, .pnncely.Yottth». 
Thou haft not one, one dear feledled Mate, 
That ought to fiand before me in thy Heart; 
Tho'^fxom your tender infanc/ 'till how, 
jy[e dwelt within thy, Bofom,: thou in his, 
Tha* every Year has knit the Band, more cloie,' 
Tho' Variance never knew you, but, complying^ 
Each ever yielded to the other's Wifhes, 
Tho* you have toiPd and refted» laugh'd and mouiBid, 
And ran thro' every part of Life togedier, 

Tha^ 
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Tho* he was all thy Joy, and thou ^11 his. 
Yet fure.he never lov'd thee more than I da. 

TBLEMACHUS, 
Whoe'er thou art, (for tho' thou ftill art JEtboft, '• 
Thou art ndt he, but fomething more and greafier^) 
I, feel the Force of every Word thou fpeak% 
My Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 
A Fear not irkfom,* for 'tis ini^*d with Love, 
Ev'n fuch a Fear as that we worfhip Heav'n with ;: - 
Oh pardon if I err, for if ihou art not 
^tbon^ my Father^^ Friend, thou art fonie God, 

UlTSSEe. 
If barely to have- been tiky Father's Friend 
Cou'd move thee to fuch tender, juft Regards; ^ 
Thusy let me thus^ indulge thy £lial Virtue, 

' \^Embracing hif/n 
Thus prefs thee in my Arms, my pious Son^ 1 

And while my fwellii^ Heart runs o'er with Joy» 
Thus tell thee, tha( I am, I ani thy. Father. • ' 

TEIEMACBUS^ . ^ , •: 

Oh moft amaei^ f -*-> 

MENTOR. 
Yes, my royal Charge 
At length behol^ thy God-like Sire, UJjifit, 
Bleft be my Age, ^ith all its Cares and Sorrows^ 
Since it isiengthen'd.ojit to iee this Day,. Y 

To give thee back, thou dear intruded Pledge, 
Thus worthy as t^iou art, to thy great Father's Arms, 

TELEMAckuS. 

Oh 'tis mod certain fo, my Heart confefTes him» 

My ^lood and Spirits, all the PowVs of Life, 

Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came« 

* Then let me bw >»fi» caft me at his Fe^t, 

. rl There 
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There pay die humble Homage of my Duty, 
There wet the Earth before him with my Tears, 
The faithful Witnefffs of Lore and Joy ; 
And when my Toogtte for Rapture can no mcM«» 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, I'll praife the Gods, 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father. 

ULTSSES. 
' Oh rife, thou Ofikpring of my nuptial Joys, 
Son of my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, 
Rob not thy Father's Arms of fe much Treafnie, 
But 1^ us. nfieet, as Juvi and Nature meant us. 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithfid Friends: 
And tfao* I made harih mention of thy Lov^ 
(Oh droop not at the Name) by blue-ey'd PaSai 
I meant it not in angry, chiding Mood s 
^ut with a tender and a fond Concern 
Reminded thee of what ^loa ow'il txy Honor. 

"TELEMJCHUS. 
When I forget it, may the worft Affiflion^, 
Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy oVrtake mei 
Be that th' important Bus'neis of my Life, 
Let me be talked to hunt for it thro* Danger, 
Thro' all the Roar of the tumultuous Battle, 
J^nd dreadful Din of Arms ; tifiere, if I fail. 
May Cowards fay Pm not V^e$' Son, 
And the great Audior of our Race difclaim me. 

ULTSSES, 
' Oh Noblenefs innate ! Oh Worth divine f 
• JEthcrial Sparks ! that fpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are jou pleailng to me I—— So the Eag^e, 
That bears the Thunder of our Grandiire y^w. 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring 
Forfake the Neft, to 4ry his tender Pinionfl^ 
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In the wide antraa Air; till bolder grown 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Sheperd's Fold 
He diarts precipitate^ and gripes the Prey ; 
Or fixing on fame Dragon's fcaly Hide, 
Eager of Combat, and his future Feaft, 
Bears him aloft, lelodant, and in vain 
Writhing his fpiry Tail. 

TELEMJCHUS, 

I wou'd be affile. 
Get me a Name diftingnifhM from the herd 
Of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. 

ULTSSES. 
Nor ihalt thou want th' Occafion, now it courts 
thee. 
Stands ready, and demands, thy Courage now. 
Were I indeed as other Fathers are, 
Did I but liften to foft Natore's Voice, 
I ihou'd not urge thee to this high Exploit, 
For tho* it brings thee Fame, it lyings thee Danger. 

TELEMJCHUS, 
Now by the God of War fo much the bcttjtf , 
Let there be Honor for your Son to win, 
And be the Danger ne'er fo rude and deadly, 
No matter 'twill enhance the Prize the more, 
And make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye ; 
So Hydras and Chimeras formed in Gold, 
Sit graceful underneath the nodding Plume, 
And terribly adorn the Soldier's Helm. 

ULYSSES. 

Know then, on this important Night depends 
The very Crifis of our Fate ; to Night, 
The fleeping Vengeance of the Gods fhall wake. 
And fpeak Confufion to our Foes in Thunder, 

Judice 
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Jaflice intrufis her Sword to this right Haiui. 
And I will fee it faithfully employed. 

TELEMJCHUS, \ 

By Virtue and by Arms 'ti» nobk Work^ ^ 

I burn impatient for itr«— Oh my Father, J 

Give me my Portion of the glorious Labor. 

UirSSES, 
One more immediate Danger threats thy Mother^ 
That tQ avert muft be thy pious Care ; 
While Mentor, with Eumatu and ourfelf, 
Back'd hy a chofen Band^ (whom how prepared. 
How gather'd to oyr Aid, the preifing Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon' Drunkards^ 
Jmmerft in Riot, carelefs and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ftart upon *em iudden. 
And fend their guilty SoqIs to howl below. 
Upon the Banks of ^tyx ; while this is doing* 
Dar'lt thou defend thy Mother ? 

TELEMJCHUS. . 

Oh! to Death, 

Againft united Nations wpo'd I fiand 
Her* Soldier, her Defence, my finglc Bread 
Oppos'd againft the Rage of their whole Warj 
She is fo good, (o worthy to be fought for. 
The facred Caufe wou'd make my Sword fuccefsfut 
And gain my Youth a mighty Name in Arms, 

VirSSES. 
Then prove the Peril, and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid-hour of rolling Night approach. 
Remember well to plant thee at that Doo>, 
Thou know'ft it opens to the Queen's Apartment. 
To bind thee yet more firm; for oh my Son, [ 

With 
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With powerful Qppoiition fhalt thoa drive. 
Swear on my Sword, by thy own £lial Piety, 
By all our Race, by Pa/las and by Jove, 
If any of thcfe .curfcd foreign Tyrants, 
Thofe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honor, 
Shall dare to pafs thro' that forbidden Entrance^ 
To take his forfeit Life for the Intrufion. 

• TELEMJCHUS. 
I fwear— And may my Lot in future Fame 

[Telemachus knu/j and kifes the Sivcrd. 
Be good or evil but as 1 perform it. 

ULrSSES, 
Enough I do believe thee. 

MENTOR.'' 

Hark f my Lord ! 
[jf confufed Noifi is heard within. 
How loud the Tempcft roars ! 1 he bellowing Voice 
Of wild, enthufiaflic, raging Mirth, 
With Peals of Clamor (hakes the vaulted Roof, 

TELE HfjiC BUS. 
Such furely is the found of mighty Armies 
In Battle join'd, of Cities fack'd at Midnight, 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders ; 
My genVous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 
To think (he muit not ihare the glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords. 

ULTSSES, 
. No more, thou haft thy Charge, look well to that; 
For thefe, thcfe riotous Sons of Noife and Uproar, 
1 know their Force, and know I am Ufyjes* 
So y<w^ look'd down upon the War ofjtoms. 
And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 

Fair 
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Fair Nature, FonD» and Order had not Beings 
Bat Difcord and Confafion troubled all ; 
Calm and ferene upon his Throne he fate, 
Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fa|p, 
Safe in hinfelf, becanfe he knew his Pow r ; 
And .knowing what he was^ he knew he was fecure. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

£«/^ Telemachvs iuri^ Antinovs. ' 

J NT I NO US. 

THE King return'd ? So long conceal'd in Ithaca? 
JStbon the King ? What Wprds can fpeak my 
Wonder ? 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Yes, ray Antimusy *tis mod amazing, 
'Tls all the mighty working of the Ggds, 
Unfearchable and dark to human Eyes : 
But oh, let me conjure thee by our Friendfhip, 
Since to thy faithful Bread alone I've truHed 
The fatal Seaet, to prcferve it fafe. 
As thou wou'dft do the Life of thy Telemachus. 

JNTINOUS. 
Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave, 
To think he wou'd betray you for whole Worlds. 
Havc^ you not faid it, that your own dear Life, 
And all your royal Race, depends upon it ? 
Far from my Lips, within my Breaft Til keep it; 
Nor breathe it foftly to my felf alone,* 
Left fom,e oiEcious murmuring Wind fhould tell i^ 
And babbling Echoes catch the feeble Sound. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
No> thoa art'true^ fach have I ever found thee ; 

But 
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But hade, my Friend, and fummon to thy Aid 
What Force the fhortnefs of the Time allows tfaee; 
Then with thy fwifteft Diligence return. 
Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may 

Iip^rt the S.afety of my royal Parentf . 

Some black Defign is by thefe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againft the Honor of the Qneen. 

ANTINOUS: 
Ere Night a bafy Rumor ran around 
Of arpied Parties fecretly difpos'd 
Between the Palace- Gardens and the Sea; 
Bold Cleon ftrait and jircas 1 difpatch'd 
To fearch the Truth ; that known. With hafte to raiie 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : . 
Ere this they h^ve obey'd me ; when Fve joined 
The Pow'r their Diligence has drawn together, 
1*11 wait you here again upon the Inftant. 

[£*/> Antinous. 

TELEMJCHUS, 
Oh Loye, how are thy precious, fweeteft Minutes 
Thus ever croft, thus vex'd with Difappointments ! 
Now Pride, now Ficklenefs, fantaftic Quarrels 
And fullen Coldnefs give us Pain by turns ; 
Malicious medling Chance is ever bufy 
To bring us Fears, Difquiet, and Delays; 
And ev'n at laft, when after all our Waiting, 
Eager, we think to fnatch the dear-bought filifs. 
Ambition calls us to its fullen Cares, 
And Hoijor ftern, impatient of Negleft, 
Comniands us to forget our Eafe and Pleafnres ; . 
As if we had been made for noiight but Toil, 
And Love were not the Bus'neis of our Lives. 
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Enter Eurymachus. 

^ EURTMACHUS. 

T)ie Prince yet here f Twice have I foaght^ fince 
Night, 
To pafs in private to the Queen^s Apartment, 
Bat fo^nd him ftill attending at the Door; 
What can it-fliean ? 

TELEMJCHUS, 

It is Semanthis Father ! 
Ha ! — — Sure the Gods; in pity, of our Loves, 
Have deffia*d him to 'fcape Vfyjfes' Vengeance. 

EURTMACHUS. 
How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth 
Chear ev'^xy Heart to Night, and banifli Care, 
I find thee peniively alone, avoiding 
The Pleafures and Companions of thy Youth, 
And like the fighing Slave of Sorrow, wafting ] 
The tedious Time in melancholy Thought ? * ^ 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Behold the Ruins of my royal Houie, 
My Father's Abfence, and my Mod&er*s Grief; ' 
' Then tell me if I have not Caufe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my Youth in Sadnefs. 

EURTMACHUS. 
Our Daughter once was wont to ihare your 
Thoughts ; 
Believe me,- ihe has Reafonto complain. 
If you prefer your Solitude to her ; 
While here you ftay, difconfolate and mufing. 
Lonely (he iits, the tender-hearted Maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abfence. 

TELEMACHUS. 
The confiantf faithful Service of my Life, 

My 
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My Days and Nights devoted all to her. 
Poorly repay the fair ^mauibe't Goodnefs : 
Yet they are hen« ev^n all my Years are hers^ 
My prefent Yoiith, my fatare Age is hers, 
AU but this NigkW Which here Pre fivora to pafi^ \ 

Revolving many a (ad and heavy Thought, ^ 

And ruxninating oo iny wretched Portiuies* 

EURTMJCHUB. 
. How I here I— —to pafs it here. < i 

7'£LEMACHUS. 

£v n here, my Lord* 

EUfLTMACHVS. 
Fantallic Accident*--—^-* Whence coa*d this come ? 

i4fide. 
WetU Sic, purfne your Thoughts ; I have fcM&e Matters 
Of great and high Import, which on the laftant 
I muil deliver to the Qoeen, your Mother. 

TELEMJCHU^. 
Whate'er it be, you mufl of Force delay it 
:TiU Morning. 

EVRTMACHUS, 

How, delay it !■ ■■■ " ^tis impoffible. 
Bat wherefore ?■■' Say. 

TELEMACHUS. 

The Queen is gone to Reft. 
Oppreft and wailed with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Weary ^as ipiferabje painful Hi^iis, 
That labor all the Day to get *em Food, 
She feeks fome £a(b, fome Interval of Caret, 
From the kind God of Sleep, and fweet Repofe. 
Ere (he retired Iho left moft ilu^l Command, 
None (hoa'd approach her 'till the Morning's Dawn. 

EVRTMACHUS. 
Whatever thofe Orders were^ I h^ve my Reafons 

To 
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To think myfeif acceptjed : ■ ■ ■And whoe'er 
Bronght you the MeiTagCi through ofHcious HaHe 
MiHook the Queen, and has informed you wrong. 

TELEMACHUS. 

Not foy my Lord ; for» as I honor Troth, 
Ev'n from hcrfelf did I receive the Charge. 

EURTMjiCHUS, 

Vexation and Delay !— — 7*hen 'tis thy own. 
Thy Error, and thou heard'fl not what (he faid, 
I tell thee, Prince, 'tis at her own RequeH, 
Her Bidding, that at thiip appointed Hour 
I wait her here ; detain me then no more 
With tedious vain Replies, for I mnft pafs. 

r&LEMJCHUS. 
Were it to any but Semantbe^s Father, 
TharMiftrefs of my Reafon arid my Paflions, 
Who charming both makes both fubmit alike. 
Perhaps I fhou'd in rougher Terms haveanfwer'd; 
But here imperious Love demands Refpedl^ 
Conftrains my Temper, to my Speech giv^s Law, 
And I muft only fay You cannot pafs. 

EURTMJCHUS. 
Ha ! — —-Who ftiall bar me ? 

TELEMJCHUS. 

With the gcntleft Words, 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent, 
I will intreat you riOt to do a Violence, 
Where nought is meant to you but worthiefl Honor. 

EtlRTMACHUS. 
Oh trifling, idle Talker I — know, my Purpofe 
Is not of fuch a light, fantaftic Nature* 
That I fhou'd quit it for a Boy's Intreaty. 
More than my Life or £mpire it imports, 
All that good Fortune or the Gods can do for me 
"^oi-I. S ' Depends 
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Depends upon it, and Lwill have Entrance. 

TELEMJCHVS. 
Nay fhen 'tis time to fpeak like what I am. 

And tell you. Sir, you muft not, nor you Ihall not. 

EURrMACHUS, 
'Twere fafer for thy ralh, unthinking Youth 
To' fiand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me ; 
Beware left I forget thy Mother's Tears, 
The Merit of her foft complying Sorrows, 
Dreadful in' Fury left I rufh upon thee, 
Grafp thy frail Life, and break it like a Babble^ ' 
To be diflblv'd, and mix'd with common Air. 

TEIEMACHUS. 
Oh 'tis long fince that I have learnt to hold 
My Life from none, but from the Gods who gave it. 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms, 
Unlefs thole heav'nly Donors afk it back. 

EU RT.MJCHUS, 
Know^ft thou what 'tis to tempt a Rage like mine } 
But liften to me, and repent thy Folly, 
This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Blifs, 
Mark'd from the reft of the revolving Year, 
And fet apart for Happinefs by Fate, 
The charming Que^n, thy Mother, isi my Bride. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Confqfion f Curfes on the Tongue that fpoke it \ 
EflRTMACHUS. 
' To-night /he yields, ev'n for thy fake (he yields : 
To-night the lovely Mifer grown indulgent 
Reveals her Stores of Beauty long referv'd, 
She bids me revel with the hidden Treafurc, 
And pay myfelf for all her Years of Coldnefs. 

TELE'MACHUS. 
Perdition on the Paliho9d f 

« • • EURr. 
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EURTMA'CHUS. 

Dare not then 
To crofs my Tranfports longer ; if thou deft. 
By all the Pangs of difappointed Love, [^Dranxjing, 
I'll force my Way, thus, through thy Heart's befl 
Blood. 

TELEMACHUS, 
How is my Piety and Virtue loft, 
And all the heav'nly Fire extind within me ! 
I hear the facred Name of her that bore me 
Traduc'd, difhonor'd by a Ruffian's Tongue. 

And am I tame ? Love, and ye fofter Thoughts, 

I give you to the Winds.— Know, King of Samos, 
Thy Breath, like peftilential Blafts, infefls 
The Air, and grows oiFenfive to the Gods : 
If thou but whifper one Word more, one Accent 
Againft my Mother's Fame, it is thy laft. 

EURTMACHUS, 
Brav'd by a Boy I— a Boy !— the Nurfe's Milk 

Yet moift upon his Lip, feeble in Infancy, 

Eflaying the firft Rudiments of Manhood, 
With Strength unpradlis'd yet, and unconfirmM, 
i Oh Shame to Arms [—But I have borne too long. 

\ Fly fwift, avoid the Tempeft of my Fury, 

' Or thus ril pour it in a Whirlwind on thee, 

Dafh thee to Atoms thus, and tofs thee round the 
World. 
' TELEMACHUS. 

I laugh at all (hat Rage, and' thus I meet it. 

[They fight. 
EURTMACHUS. 

Hell and Confufion I — to thy Heart. 

TELEMACHUS. 

To thine 
S z This 
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thia Greedng I return. 

EURTMA^CHUS. 

The Furies feize thee, 

[£ury machus ^iZ&« 
' Thoa^aft Ariick me to the Earth, blafted mjc Hopes, 
The partial Gods are leagued with thee againftme. 
To load me with Diflienor— ^k my Fortune ! 
Where is my Naxne in Arras, the boalled Trophies 
Of my paft Life ifor ever loft, defac'd. 
And raviih'd from me by a beardlefs Stripling. 

7ELEMJCHVS. 
What means this foft relenting in my Soul ? 
What Voice is this that fadly whifpers to me. 
Behold Senuuttbes Father bleeds to Death I 
Why would you urge me ? [To £urymacha9» 

EURTM^CHUS. 

OK, and come not near me» - 
But let me curfe my F^te, and die contented. 

TELEMj^CHUS. 
And fee he fmks yet paler to the Earth, 
The purple Torrent gufties out impetuous^ 
And with a guilty Deluge flains the Gr(Ki«id: 
No Help at hand ? what hoa ! — Anfinous. \]^xii^ 

EURTMJCHUS. 
Let there be none, no Wituefs of my Shame^ 
Nor let officious Art prefume to offer 
Its Aid, for I have Iiv*d too long already. 

Enter Semanthe. ! 

SEMJNTHE. ^ 

Surcsl have flaid too l<mg» and while I fate | 

Sadly att9fiuve to the weeping QufieSy f 

Hearing her tell of Sorrows upon Soivows, 

£v*n to a lamentable length of Woe, ^ 

Th appointed 



ULrSSES. 389 

Th' appointed Hour of Love pafs'd by unheeded ; 
M/ Lord perhaps will chide ; Oh no ? — He's gentle* 
And will not urge me with my iirft Offence. 
J aft as I entered here, the Bkd of Hight 
IlLboadiag ihriek'd, and flrait, methought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice that feem'd to murmnr 
At iome hard Fate» and groan to be relieved. 
Ye gracious Gods be good to my Te/emachtts f 

EURTMACHUS. 
Ha ! What art thou that ^^ thy hofiile Orifofis 
Offer to Heaven for my mortal Foe i 

SEMJNTHE. 
Guardians of Innocence, ye holy Pow'rs^ 
Defend me> fave me. 

EURTMJCHUS. 

Art thou not Semanthe? 
S EM ANT HE. 
My Father !— on the Ground !-^bIoody and pale ! 

IRunning to hi^, ami kneeBng hy bifft' 
Oh Horror ! Horror ! — Speak to me — Say who— — 
What curfed Hand has done this dreadful Deed I 
That with my Cries I may call out for Juftice, 
Oftll to the Gods, and to my dear Ttiemachus^ 
For Juflice on my royal Fathei^s Murderer, 

EURTMjfCHUS, 
If ehere be y,et one God will liften to thee, 
SoUicit him, that only equal Power, 
To rain down Plagues, and Fire, and fwift Deftruftion, 
Ev'n all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
On him, who, aided by my advcrfe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life — Telmacbtts* 

SEMANTHE. 
What fays my Father ! — ^no I — ^it is impoflible f 
He could not — would not — for Semanthe's fake.— 

S 3 Enter 
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Enter Telemachi/s. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Alas ! — there is none near — no Help — Sefftanthe ! 

[Crying ouU 

EURTMJCHUS, • 
And fee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueft; 
Behold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood I 
Then doubt no more, nor afk whom thou Oiou'dft carfe; 
It is Teler/iachus on whom revenge me. 

But on 7elcmc.chus ? Why do I leave thee 

A helplefs Orphan in a foreign Land^ 
But for Telemachus f Who tears me from thee ? 
Tdcmachtis.' » Why is thy King and Father 

Stretch'd on the Earth a cold and lifelefs Coarfe, 
Inglorious and forgotten — Oh ! TekmaChus ! [Dies. 

SEMJNTHE, 
• Cruel 1 — unkind and cruel I 

\She faints and falls upon the Body ^Earymaclias. 

TELEMJCHUS. • 

She faints. 
Her Cheeks are cold, and the lad leaden Sleep 
Hangs heavy on her Lids — wake, wake, Semanthe, 
Oh let me raife thee from this Seat of Death ; 

[Raijing her up, and fupporting her in his Arms* 
Lift ap thy Eyes — ^Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? 

SEMJNrHE, ' 
Let me forget the ufe of ev'ry Senfe, 
L it me not fee, nor hear, nor fpeak again 
After that Sight, and thofe moft dreadful Sounds. ^ 
Where am I now ?— What!— lodg'd within thy Arms 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, 
Swifter than Lightening, Winds or winged Time ; 
Fly from thee 'till there be whole Worlds to part us, 

'Till 
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'Till Nature fix her Carriers to divide us, 
Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones, 
'Till Danger, Death and Hell do (land betwixt i\s, 
And make it Fate that we Ihall never njieec. 

TELEMACHU S. 

'Tisjuftj I own thy Rage is jufl:, Semanthei 
Each fatal Circumftance is flrong againft me i 
Then if thy Heart feverely is refolv'd 
Never to liften when I plead for Mercy, 
Tho' Piety and Honor join with Love, 
And humbly at thy Feet make Interceffion ; 
If tbotr.art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 

. SEMANTHE. 

Are Love, are Piety and Honor Parricides ? 
Are they like thee f Do they delight in Blood ? 
Oh no I Celeftial Sweetnefs dwells with them. 
Friendly Forgivenefs, Gentlenefs and Pdace, 
Mercy and Joy ; but thou haft violated 
The facred Train, brought Murder in amongft 'em : 
And fee, difplea8'd,^o Heav n »hey take their Flighty 
And have abandoned thee and me fdrever, 

TELEMJCHUS, 
If fudden Fury have not changed thee quite. 
If there be any of Semanthe left, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining. 
Yet, 1 conjure thee, hear me. 

SEMANTHE. 

'Tis in vain. 
And that known Voice can never charm me more. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Be witnefs for me, Heav'^n, with what Relu£lance, 
My Hand was lifted for this fatal Stroke, 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 

S 4 With 
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With Violence, with proud infulting ScQtn, 
And ignonlinioas Threat'nings was I urg*d s 
Long^ long, I (trove with riiing ladignation. 
And long rcprefs'd my fwelling, youthful Rage i 
I groan d, and felt an Agony within : 

'Twas hard indeed. but to myfelf I faid, 

It is Semanthe's Father, and VW bear it. 

SE MA NT HE, 
And cou'dfl thou not do more I Call'ft thou tbefe 
SufPrings ? 
Thefe (hort tumultuous, momentary Pafllons ? 
^hat would not I have borne for thee, thoa crufiLone ; 
For thee, fo fondly was my Heart fct on thee. 
Forgetful of ray tender, helplefs Sex, 
I would have wander'd over the wide World, 
Known all Calamities and all Diiire^es, 
Sicknefs and Hanger, Coid and bitter Want s 
For thee, letir'd within^fome gloomy Cave, 
I wou'd hav^e wafled all my Days in Weepmg, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy ; 
. 'Till I h.ad been a Story to Pofcrity ; ^ 

^Till Maids, in After-times, had isud, Behold 
How much flie iaffer'd for the Man ihe lov'd. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
And is there any one, the moil aiHi£ling 
Of all thofe Miferies Mankind is born to. 
Which for thy fake I would refufe ?— But oh f 
Mine was a harder, a feverer Talk ; 
The Queen, my Mother, trufted to my Charge, 
My royal Father's Honor, and my own. 
The Hedges of eternal Fame or Infamy, 
United nrg'd, and call'd upon my Sword. 

SEMJNTHE. 
What IB this vain, fantaitic Pageant, Honor, -^ 

This 
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Thisbttfy, angry Thing, that fcatters Difcord 
Amongft the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And fets the madding Nations in an Uproar ? 
But let it be the Worlhip of the Great, 
Well haft thou wamM me, and TU make it mine ; 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command fhall be obeyed. 
Our Soman Arms fhall pour Deftrudion on you, 
Yoor yellow Harvefts aftd your Towns fliall blaxc. 
The Sword fhall rage, and univerfal Wailinga 
Be heard amongll the Mothers of your Ithaca^ 
'Till War itfdf grow weary and relent, 
'And that poor bleeding King be well reyeng'd. - 

<rElEMACHVS. 
H^iftd then, i^d tet the Trumpet found tso Arms, 
Semantbe\ Vengeajace ftrall not be delay'd ; 
Prepare fbr Slaughter and wide-wafting Ruint 
Prepare to feel hisr Wrath* ye wretched Jthacaw; 
Lift not a Swprd, nor bend ft. Bow againft her. 
But 9li, Uke me, with low S^fniffian meet her» 
A;xd let us yield up our devoted Lives, 
Nor' once implore her Mercy— -<^lbr al^e I 
Cruel Sfma'*tbe has foi|;at tx> pardon : 
For Blood, Deftrn^ion and Revenge ihe calls. 
And Gendenefs aad Love are' Strangers to hen 

Love f^^Didft thji^u fpeak^^f Love ?— >Oh ill*tiin*d 
Thought I 
Behold it thisre ! behold the Love thou bear'ft me f 

[Poiming to the B§dy ^^urymachus. 
Bejiold that ! that ! — more dreadful than Medu/ay 
It drives.jny Soul back to her inmoft Seats, 
Aftd freezes ev'ry ftiff 'ning Liiab to Marble., 
Seeft thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 
Congealing on that pale, that afhy Breaft ? 

S 5 Then 
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Then mark the Face — how Pain and Rage, with all ^ 
The Agonies of Death fit frelh upon it : 
This was my Father — Was there none on Earth, 
No Hand but thine — 

TELEMACHVS, *; 

Within my own fad Heart 
I felt the Steel before it reached to His. 
Kow much more happy is his Lot ! — The Sleep ; 

Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace ; j 

While I, condemned to live, muft mourn for him. 
Mourn for myfelf, and, to complete my Woes, 
Fed all thy Pains redoubled on TeUmacbus. 

SEMANTHE. 
I know thou hat'ft me, and that deadly Blow 
Was meant to do a Murder on Semanthe, 
But oh ! it needed not, for thy Unkindnefs 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. 
If one cold Look, one angy Word had told me. 
That thou wert changed, and I was grown a Borden 

to thee, 
I {hould have underftood thy cruel Purpofe, ^ I 
Sate down to weep, and broke my Heart and dy'd. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
It is too much, and I will bear no more ; 
Oh thou unjuft, thou lovely falfe Accufer, i 

How haft thou wrong'd my tender, faithful Love > \ 
In fpite of all thefe Horrors of my Guilt, 
And that malignant Fate that doomed me to i(; 
In fpite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
Ev'n to thyfelf, inhuman as thou art. 
If ever Maid was yet belov'd before thee, 
Witlvfuch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondnefs, ( 
As that with which jny Sool defires my dear Semamthe. \ 



\ 



U Lr S S E S. 395 

SEMJNTHE. 
Detefted be the Name of Love for ever ! 
Henceforth let eafy Maids be warn'd by me, 
No more to truft your Breafts that heave with-fighing', 
Your moving Accents, and your melting Eyes ; 
Whene'er you boaft your Truth then let 'em fly you. 
Then fcorn you, for 'tis then you mean Deceiving ; 
If yet there fhould fome fon^lfcliever be, ' 
Let the £alfe Man betray the Wretch like thee,. 
Like thee, the loft, repenting Fool difclaim. 
For Crowns, Ahibition, and your Idol, Fame; 
When warm, when languilhing with fweet Delight, 
, Wilhing Ihe meets him, may lie blaft her Sight, 
With fuch a Murder on her bridal Night ! [£v/V. 

TELEMACHUS.'. 
Now arm thee for the Conflift, Oh my Soul, 
And fee how thou canft bear Semantbes Lofs-; 
For fhe is loft— moft certain — gone irrevocable* 
Mentor^ nor JEthon n^, my King, my Father 
Shall need t' upbraid me with th' unhappy Paffion \ 
Ha f that has wak*d a Thought — 'Tis certain fa, 
And this is all the Work of cruel Policy : 
The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachusy. 
Therefore my Sword was chofen to oppofe it. 
That it might cut the Bands of Love afunder;, 
Oh Dreamer that I was ! ■' 

Enier Antinous, Cleon and A R c a s> 

<with Soldiers. 

ANTINOUS. 

My Lord, where are you ? 
Thus to his Son, our King, the great Vlj^es 
By me commands, your, royal Mother's Danger 
1$ now no more, iince all the rival Princes 
Are in the Hall beiet, and ev'i^ this Moment ' 

Rexeng 
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Revenge and Slao^^r are let loofe aiaong 'em ; 
Hafte then to join your Gad4ike Fatber^s Arnu, 
To bring your pious Valor to bis Aid» 
And ihfure the Conqoeft and the Gloiy .widi him* 

TELEMJCHUS, 
Ha { coffCtt thOtt horn the UalU Jatimui f 

A NT I NOUS. 

Ev^n now, my Lor#> ^s I was hafting hithes^ 
It was my Chance to meet my royal Mailer ; 
Bager wijth Joy 1 thnew me at his Feet, 
With wondrous Grace he rais'd me aiRl embracM mt. 
Then bid xne fly to bear hisOrdecs to you, •j 

By the loud Cries, the/Shouts, and Clalh of Ardis, i 

A^hich, juft as I had left him, fbuck my £ar, j 

I guefs ere this the Combat is began. 

fTElEMJCHUS. J 

Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queen 
Is now no more :— However, oc thou near 
To guard her, to fupport her,^ft the Terrws 
Of ^is tamultuous, this mod dreadful Night, j 

May ihake her Soul : 1 wiU obey the King, 

And gladly lofe the Life he gave me, for him. 
And fince the Pleafure of my Days is loft. 
Since my Youth's deare(l, only Hopes are crofs*d, 
Carelefs of all, 111 rufli into the War, 
Provoke the Hfced Sword and pointed Spear, ' 

'T^U all 9 V \yopi<H? I fink ami^Jg M^p glaiq, ~ \ 

And blefs the friendly If^n^ tj^at rids me of my Pain. . ' 

{Exit Tel. 
CI,BOh(. 

Behold, njy tQrd, m^ *VPnfJ^r fcw Vi* \H i 
The ^amm Sii}g / .. . v ; r , 

4NTfIiQyS. 

Sjfrj^fm^kus / jiju iiJ Tk be ; 

Surpriling 
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Surprifing Ac^i^^it l«-*-WJi6ae* cme tfaiB Blow t 
But *tis no matter, fi^ee k initkes fos tu. 
Nor have we tM^e to wi^e in vaia Inqidry ; 
XiCt it foffice that we have loft an Enemy • 
HaHe to the C^en, voy Geon^ and per&ade her 
To feck her Safety with us in the Cky ; 
If (he refuie, bear her ftway by Battfi. 
Po you attend him.——- {To the StUffru 

ARCJS. 
Had you ta'en my CoiMsdel* 
The Prince ihou'd not have 'rca)>'d us, 

J NT INDUS. 

A'cas^ no! 
A Life like his is but a fingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coft : 
Gaining the Queen, I have whatever I wilh. 
Fear of the Samians and the fubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ftronger Pow'r, 
Left they h^ ta'«3i th' Al^fm, ^pd tfif^V Uf <M^ «« : 
Therefore I jiel4 it <afer by a Wile 
To work upon the Ypnth^ ^nd f^nd l^im h^uce. 
And that ytz^ ^ip Ajmittjince tp hiis Mother. 

ARC AS, 
Our IthacanSf who give the King for loft, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable ; 
Or tho' they fhould believe it, yet will join us. 
And with.united Arms affift your Caufe. 
Why do we linger then ? Heard you that Cry ? 

' * [Cry of Women 'within.. 

Succefiful Cieottf of his Prey^wflefs'd, ' 
Leads us the way, and haftens to the City. 

ANTINOUS. 
Come on, and let the crafty-fam'd Ufyjjres * 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excelPd. 

Let 
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Lfet die forrakcn Husband vainly- moom 

His tedioiu LaboTG, and hit ht« Retarn ; 

In vain to Pallai and to Jtn}e complun. 

That Troj and HeSar arc revi-v'd again, 

PolTds'd, like happy Parii, of the Fair. 

V\\ lengthen out my Joya with ten Years War, 

And think the lefi of Life bcoeadia Lover's Care. 

[ExtavP. 
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the c I r r. 

Enter federally Mentor and £ u m ^ u s. 

EUMJSUS, 

WHERE is the Joy, the Boaft of Conqueft now? 
In vain we triumph o-er our foreign Tyrants^ 
So foon to perifh by domeflic Foes. 
Why (hone the great Ufyjes dreadful, fierce 
As Mars, and mighty as Phhgrtean Jove? 
Why reeks yon Marble Pavement with the Slaughter 
Of rival Kings that fell beneath his Sword, 
Vidims to injur'd Honor and Revenge ? 
Since by the fatal Error otTelemachus^ 
The Prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loft> 
Is yielded up a Prey to falfe Antinous, 

MENTOR, 
He truftcd in the holy I^ame of Friendihip, 
And, confcious of his own Uprightiiefs, thought 
The Man whom he had plac'd fo near his Heart 
Had fhar*d as well his Virtue as his Love. 

EUMjEUS. 
How bears the Prince this Chance \ 

• MENTOR. 

Alas ! EumieuSf 
His Griefs have rent my aged Heart afunder ; 

3 X Stretch'd 
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Stretched on the damp unwholfom Eartii he lies. 
Nor hzi my Pny^n or Tears the Pow^r to rasfe 
Now tnotionlers aa Death his Eyes are ix*d. 
And then aaon he fbrts and cefi* *em upwards. 
And gixKining, crie^, I am th' Accurft of Heav'n^ 
My Mother I my Stmentbe / and my Mother \ 

SUMjEUS. 
Tiie King, whofe equal Temper, like the Gods^ 

Was ever atlm and conlhint to itfelf. 

Struck with the fadden, noexpeded Evil» ^ 

Was mov'd to Rage, and chid him from his Sight. 

But ^ow, returning to the Father^s Fondnefs^ || 

He bade me feek him out, fpeak Comfort to him, I, 

And bring him to his Anxts. [ 

MENTOR. ] 

Where hare yon left | 

Our royal Mailer ? i 

eUMJEUS. 
I^ear the PaUce-Gatf , 
Attended by thoife few, tbofe fai Aful Few, 
Who dare be' loyal ait a time like |hfs» , 

When ev^n their utmoft Hope is but to die for him. 

MM'NTOX. ' 
ThsA l4fi Relief, that Refoge of Defpair 
Is all I fear is left us. ■ From this City 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer ; 
There's not a Man in M^ffl but armsi 
' A thottfand bla^iing Firei make bright d|e $tree|i^ 
Huge gabbling Croivds gather, and rqll along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Qre^ich; 
The neighboring Ro<;kt« the Woods, the Hills, the 

Dales, 
Ring with the deafning Sound, while bold Rebellion 

With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 

ifcr 
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Her trajtVous Chief ^i»/wfl«i— — ^Where is tKen 
One Glimpfe pf Safety, when we hardly nuipber 
Our Friends a twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude^ 

EUMjEUS. 

Yet more, the Samam, by whofe Arms a(li(led 
We late prevailed againft the riotous Wooers, 
By fome finiller Chance have learnt the Fate 
Of their Dead Monarch, and call loud for Vengeance 1 
With cloudy Brows the fullen Captains gather 
In murmuring Crowds arounfl their Weeping Princefi, 
As if they waited from her mournful Lips 
The Signal for Beftrudlion, from her Sorrows 
Catching new Matter to increafe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
But fee fhe comes, attended with her Guard. — — — 

MENTOR. 

.Retire, and let us hafte to feek the Prince ; 
This Danger threatens him : If he Ihonld meet 'em, 
His Piety would be iiepaid wkh Death ; 
Nor cou'd his Youth or Godlike Courage fave him. 
Unequal opprefs'd and crufh'd by Numbers. 

[Ex€mt Mentor atidEnmsns* 

Enter fivo Samian Capfatns, axd Soldiers, fome hearing 
the Bod^ ^Z' Eurymachus ; Semanthe /ci/Zowwi: <M.li//& 
Ojfficers and Autttdants, 

S EM ANT HE. 
Ye valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful followers 
Of your unhappy King, juftly perform 
Your pious Office to his facred Relics, 
Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarfe^ 
Nor let his difcontented Ghoil repine. 
To think his injur'd Afhcs fhall be mix'd 
With the deteiled Earth of cruel Ithaca. 

I CAPTAIN* 
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I CAFrjIN. 
Oh, royal Maid, whofe Tears look lovely on ticc, 
Whofe Cares the Gods fhall favor and reward. 
Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble Homage, to whofe juft Command 
We vow Obedience, fufFer not the Seaman 
T- unfurl his Sails, or call the Winds. to fwell 'cm, 
'Till the fierce Sodier have indulged his Rage, 
'Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth, 
And from the fairell of* their Virgin-Daughters, 
We've chofe a thoufand Viftims for a Sacrifice, 
T' appeafe the Manes of our murder'd Lord. 

SEMJNT^E. 
Now ! now Semantbe ! wilt thoa name the Mor- 

d'rer? 

Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to drike } 

yjUe. 

Oh my fad Heart ! Hafte to difpofe in Safety 

Your venerable Load ; and if you lov'd him. 

If you remember what he once was to you^ 

How great, how good and gracious, yield this Proof 

Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter, 

Reftrain the Soldier's fury, 'till I name 

The Wretch by whom my royal Father fell. 

Let fome attend the Body to the Shore, 

The reft be near, and wait me. ■■ ■■ ■ 

[Exeunt fome <with the Body\ the refi retire ^thtM 

the Scene, and nvait as at a diftance. 

Enter at the other Doer Telemachus. 

TELEMACHUS, 
Why was I born? why fent into the World, 
Ordain'd for mifchievous Mifdeeds, and fated 
To be the Curfe of them that gave me Being ? 

Why 
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Why was this Mafs ta'en from the heap of Matter, 
Where innocent and fenfelefs it had relied. 
To be indu'd with Form, and vex'd with Motion ? 
How' happy had it been for all that know me. 
If Barrennefs had blefs'd nriy Mother's Bed ; 
Nor had {he been cjiftionor'd then^ nor loft. 
Nor curft the fatal Hour in which fhe bpre me : 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe^ 
Nor had that fair One known a Father's Lofs. 

SEMJNTHE. 

What kind Companion oi Sevianthc^s Woes 
Is that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night 
Sighs out her Name with fuch a mournful Accent? 

Ha \ — but thou art 7elemachus let Darknefs 

Still fpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Vifage, 
And hide thee from thofe weeping Eyes for ever. 

TELEMJCHUS, 

Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn 'em far from me. 
For who can take Delight to gaze on Mifery ? 
Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the AiHided, 
From the complaining of a wounded* Spirit, 
Left niy contagious Griefs take hold on thee, • 
And every Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 

SEMJNTHE.,, 

Oh foft enchanting Sorrows I ne;;;* J^X* 

The voice of mourning half fo fw*^"^'^; 

Can liften to the Sound, and not P^ffible, 

Not bear^a part, like me, and f* ^^iontht. 

p. 

TELE MA C^^^wl to thee. 
But if perhaps thy Fellow-O^*^ be mifaaWc, 
Are grown a Pleafure to thee,/ -^g©, 
Much art thou alter'd) then in *^ » 
More than enough to fatisfy tb 

In 
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Behold me hfire the Scorn, the eafy Prize 
Of a protefiing, faithlefs. Villain Friend. 
I have betra/'d my Mother, I betray'd her^ 
£v*n I> her Son, whom with £o many Cares 
She nurft and fondled in her tender Bofom. 
Wou*d I had dy*d before I fawthis Day ! 
I left her, I forfook her in Diftrefs, 
And' gave her to the Mercy of a Raviflier. 

SEMJNTHE, 
Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mind redoubled. 
The top hard Fortune of the pious Queen-; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and fwell their Streams, 
Tho' well thou know'ft what Caufe they had before 
To laviQi all their Tears : I pity her, 
I mourn her injured Virtue ; but for thee, 
Whatever the righteous Gods have made thee fuffer, 
Jult is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes. . 

TELEMJCHUS. 
*Tis Juftice all, and fee 1 bow me down 
With Patl^ce and SubmiiSon to the Blow, 
Nor is it fit llhatfuch a Wretch as I am 
Should walk with Face eredt upon the Earth, 
And hold Sojbietj^ with Man Oh therefore 

Let fome attena^^^.^^ ^.^^^ j ^^s dear to thee/ 
The reft be near, ;^^4j£etc> living Creatures, 
lExeunt/ome s ^^ unjyerfal Nature, 
the Scene, ^^^ondition of its Being. 

Enter at the oti?^ Vengeance of the Gods, 

S ami an 5 to thy Aid, 

7* E Lxid here revenge 

Why was I born? M J NT HE. 
Ordain'd for mifchie" Oh hold, 

To be the Curfe of t^, nor-iret it fpeak of Horrors 

That 
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That may be ftttal to —— 

TELEMJCHUS. 

What meaa^il thou ? 

SEMJINTBE. 

Something 
For which I want a Name— Ib there none near ? 

[Lodiing aiout. 
No confcioas Ear to catch the guilty Sound? 
None to ubraid my Weaknefs, call me Parricide^ 
And charge me as confenting to the Murder ? 
For oh my Shame f my Shame ! I mail confefs it, 
Tho' Piety and Honor urg'd me on, 
Tho' Rage and Grief had wrought me to DiAra£iion^ 
I durft not, cou'4 not, wou'd not once accofe thee* 

TELEMACHUS^, 
- And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ? 
Oh do not load me with that Burden, Lifc> 
Unlefs thoa- give me Love, to chear iriy Labors* 
Tell me, Semanthey is it, is it thus 

The Bride and Bridegroom meet? Are Tears and 
Mourning, 

This Bitternefs of Grief, and thefe Lamendngs, 

Are thefe the Portion of our nuptial Night ? 

SEMJNTHE. 

But thou, thou only didft prevent the Joy, 
'Tis thcu haft turn'd the Blefling to a Curfe,- 
Live therefore, live, and be, if it be poflible, 
As great a Wretch as thou kaii made Sema»tbi, 

TELEMJCHUS, 

It ihall be fo, — 1 will be faithful to thee. 

For Days, for Months, for Years i will be mifecabley 
protract my Suff 'rings cv'n to hoary Age, 
And linger out a tediou& Lif& in Pain i 

In 



^ I 
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In fpite of Sicknefs and a broken Heart, 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 

SEMJNTHE. , 
Oh never fhalt thou know Sorrows like mine. 
Never defpair, never be curs'd, as I am. 
Yes, I will open my afflided Breaft, 
And fadly (hew thee ev'ry fecret Pain ; 
Tho' Hell and Darknefs with new Monfters teem, 
Tho' Furies hideous to behold afcend, 
Tofs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; 
Tho' my offended Father's angry Ghoft 
Shou'd rife all pale and Bloody juft before me. 
Till my Hair ftarted up, my Sight were blafted. 
And ev'ry trembling Fibre ihook with Horror ; 
Yet H^et Oh yet I muft confefs 1 love thee f 

TELEMACHUS. 
Then let our envious Stars oppofe in vain 
Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys ; 
My Love (hall get the better of our Fate, 
Prevent the Malice of that hard Decree, 
That feem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows ; 
And yet in fpite of all we will be happy. 

SEMANTHE, 
Let not that vain, that faithlefs Hope deceive thee. 
For 'tis refolv'd, 'tis certainly decreed, 
FixM as that Law, by which imperial Jo^e 
According to his Prefcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil ; 
*Tis certain, ev'n our Love, and all the Mis'ries 
Which muft attend that Love, are not more certain. 
Than that this Moment v/e muf): part for ever. 

TELEMACHUS. ^ 
How ! — ^part for ever ?— That's a way indeed 
To make us miferable> I s there none. 

No 
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No other fad Alternative of Grief, 

No other Choice but this? What, muft we part 

for ever ? 

SEMANTHE. 
Oh figh not, nor complain — Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood ? Juftice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we muft obey : 
,Yes, I muft go, the prefting Minutes call me. 
Where thefe fond Eyes (hall never fee thee more. 
No more with languifliing Delight gaze on thee, ' 
, Feed on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleafure; 
Where Day and Night ftiall follow one another. 
Tedious alike and irkfom, and alike 
Wafted in weary Lonelinefs and Weeping. 

TELEMJCHUS. 
Here then, my Soul, take thy farewel of Happinefs; 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee ; 
He'nceforth renounce all Commerce with the World, 
Nor hear, nor fee, nor once regard what palFes. 
Let mighty Kings contend, ambitious Youth 
Arm for the Battle ; Seafons come and go. 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleafures, 
And Winter with its filver Froft i let Nature 
. Difplay in vai^ her various Pomp before thee, 
'Tis wretched all, 'tis all not worth thy Care, 
'Tis all a Wildernefs without Semanthe, 

SEMANTHE. 
One laft, one guilty Proof, how much I love thee, 
( Forgive it Gods \ ) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me ere I part from Ithaca. 
That done, I'll hafte, I'll fly, as I have fworn 
For thy lov'd fake, far from the Sight of Man, 
Fly to -thje pathlefs Wilds, and facred Shades, 
Where Dryads and the Mouxit^n-Nymphd t^iOrt ; . 

There 
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There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 
To end my Woes, and let me on their HiH« 
Like Cyparijus grow a mournful Tree ; 
Or melt like weeping Byhiii to z Fountain. 

fELEMACHXJfS. 
Since Fate divides as then, fmce I mail lofe thee. 
For Pity's fake, for Lov©'9> Oh fuifer me 
Thus langUiihing, thus dyiitg to a]!)proach thee^ 
And flgh my laft Adieu upon thy Bo/bm : 
Permit me thusj to fold' thee in my Arins^ 
To prefs thee to my Heart, to tafke thy Sweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, 
Thus for my laft of Moments gaze upon thee. 
Thou beft — thou only Joy. — thou loft Stmanthe ! 

SEMJNTHE. 
For eVer I could liften — But the Gods, 
The cruel God& forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember— Oh remember me, Teltmachus I 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me ; but no matter, 
I will be true to thee, preferve thee ever 
The fad Companion of this faithful Breaft, 
While Life and Thought remain> and when at laft' 
I feel the icy Hand of Death prevail. 
My Heart-ftring$ break, and all my Senfes fail, 
111 fix thy Image in my clofmg Eye, 
Sigh thy dear Name, then lay me down and die. [Exit. 

Manet T E L E M a c h u s. 

TELBMJtCHUS. 
And whether w3t*tkon wander; thou- foWorti- 
Abandoned Wretth !- — Th^ JSing thy Father coihea. 
Fly from his angry Frown-**-*r-No matter whltkfef. 
Seek farther darkeft Gc^iwt- of th^ Nightj • 

Se^ oa( for Death, and fee if that can hide thee, 

z If 
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If there be any Refuge th<m cuift prove. 

Safe from pwfuing Sorrow, Shame aad anxious Love. 

r ■ 

Entir Ulysses, Eumau s and JttenJaKis, 

ULTSSES. 
To doubt if' there be Juftice witb. the Gods^ 
Or if they care for ought below, were impioos. 
Oft have I try'd, anderer found em faithful. 
In all ^he various Pi«tk of my Life, 
In Battles, in die aidfr of flaming Troy^ 
In fiorm/ Seas* in.tboft dread Regions .whero 
Swarthy Qmmrwns have their dark Abode . 
Divided from this^World, ^nd Borderers on Hell ; 
Ev^n there thePrbvidente of Joije was with me, * 
Deftiided, chear*d^a%d bore me thro' the Dangers, 
Nor is his Pow'r, nor is my Virtue lefs 
That I (hould .fear (this lude tumultuous Herd. 

So feeble is our' Band, fo fe^ oar Friends, 
Wc Iitq)e'ni6t:£ait^jr 6om ourfelves, \m thee.j 
In thee our King we trufty in^thee.thon Hero, 
Favor*d of Hcav'n, ib aU thy Wars viaorious. • 
But ieis where proud Rebellion comes agiiuft thje^; 

lSi$Mt. 
Sieveraly fierce, jmd. breiathang boU Defiaaos 2 
Now let.^r Coon^ and out FaiA.be .tryfd,. . ; 
And if, unequal .to thy great E;(ample, 
We cannot conquer like.^ee, yet we can die tort^e. 

Siouti Drum Md Trumpets : Then Enter A N tVn us, 

Cl zoVy. and SoUiiru . v. • • . 

ANT IN OU 8. 
What bold layader of ^urliawa and Fxce&mi . 
Vol. L T Ufurps 
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Uftirps the facred Name of King in Ithaca? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And in defpite of hofpitable Jon^^ 
Defames our Ifland with the 31ood of Strangers ? 

ULYSSES. 
Have you forgot me then, you Men of Ithaca ? 
Did I for this, amongftthe Gr.<ra^»r Heroes, 
Go forth to Battle in my Country's Caufe ? 
Have I by Arms, and by fuccefsful Counfels, 
Deferv'd a Name from ^fia^ wealthy Shores* 
£v u to the weftern Ocean, to tfaofe Bounds 
That mark the great Jlddts" utmoft Labors, 
And am I yet a Stranger here-— at home ? 

ANTINOUS. 
And wherefore did'ft thou leave thoie diftant Nations. 
Thro* which thy Name and mighty Deeds were fpread^ 
We never fought to know thee, and now known 
Regsurd thee not, unlefs it be to punifh 
Thy Violation of our public Peace. 

ULTSSES, 
And doft thou dare, doft thou, audacious Slave, 
Thou raOi Miileader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doft thou prefume to match thyfelf with me. 
To judge between a Monarch and his People ? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Mailer^ 
Yet it had made me fomething more than thda art. 
Then when it made me what I am— -C7^x. 

ANTINOUS. 
Then be Ul^n / Echo it again, 
And fee what Homage thcfe will pay the Sound ; 

[^Pointing to the Soidiers. 
Tell 'em the Story of your 7rojan Wars, 
How He^or drove you* headlong to the Shore, 
And' threw his haftileiPires amidiiyour Heet ; 

. I Then 
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Then mark with what Applaofe they will receive thee. 
Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
This Wanderer has flaih, and join with me ? 

OMNES. 
Antinom ! Anttnous ! 

JNTINOUS. 
What of your Monarch ? 

OMNES. 
Drive him out to Baniihment. 

ULYSSES. 
' Were there no Gods in Heav'n, or were they 

carelefs. 
And Jo<ve had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart DeflrudUon down on Crimes like thine ; 
Yet, Traitor, hope not thou to Tcape from Juftice, 
Nor let rebellious Numbers {well thy Pride ; 
For know, Ulyffis is alone fufiicient 
To |>uniih thee, ,and on thy perjur'd Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injured Majefty. 

ANTING US. 
And fee I Hand prepared to meet thy Vengeance : 
Exert thy kingly Pow'r, and fummon all 
Thy ufeful Arts and Courage to thy Aid ; * 
And ijnce thy faithful Diomedc is abfent. 
Since valiant Ajax, with his fevenfold Shield, 
No more (hall interpofe 'twixt thee and Danger, * 
Invoke thofe friendly Gods whpfe Care thou art. 
And let them fave thee, now affert thy. Caufe, . 
" And render back to thy defpairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom in defpite of them - 
And thee this happy Night I made my Prize. 

ilLTSSES. 
Hear this, ye Gods ! he triumphs ih the Rape, ; 

Moft glorious Villain ! ■ ■ But we paufe too long j. 

T 2 On 
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On theft, and tempt Our FatCi my galknt Friends; 
From thi» Defier of the Gods, this Mohfter, 
Let us redeem my Queen, .or. die together : 
And, equal to our great Forefather's Fame, 
Defcend and join thofe Demy-Gods of Gr^c^, 
Who with their Blood cnrich'd the Dardan Plains^ 
To vindicate a Hu (band's facred Right. 

Siytit : Then tnttr A B. c a 8 ^wcumleit. 

J NT J If US. 
. What means that fudden Thunder-clap of Tumult ? 
Art thou not JrcasP-^Thon art faint and bloody. 

ARC AS, 
IVe paid you^Ke lafl Office of my Frlendfiiip i 

Source ha^^e I Breath enough to fpeak your Danger : 
The furious SumiatiSf led by young Tilmathuu 
RefiAlefi,, fierce, and bearing all bef(H*e 'emi 
Have from the Cafire forced tH^ captive Qgeen i 
Fir*d with Succefi, they drive bur felntiiig TH>bpij 
And hither urge their Way witH threatening Criety 
Ltmdly demanding your devoted Head, 
A jaft Atonement for their mui-de^'d Lotd. 

VirSSES. . 
Celefiial Pow*rs ? ye Guardians of the Jofi ! 

This Wond'rous Woirk is yours^ and yours be all the 
Praife. 

JNtlNOUS. 
Confufion [-^Wherefore didft not thou proclaim 

My Innocence, and warn them of their Error i 

ARCJS. 
Behold thefe Wounds, through which my parting Soul 

Is hailing forth, and judge niy Truth by them : 
Whatever I cou'd I urg'd in thy Defence, 
^at all wks' vain j with clamordas Imp^ence 

They 
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Thc^ broke upon my Speech^ and fwore, 'twas falfe. 

Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accused thee. 

And fix*d her royal Father's Death on thee. 

If any way be left yet, hade and ily ; 

Th' inconftant fakhlefs Ithacans join with 'em. 

And all is loft What dearer Pledge than Life 

Can Friendfhip afk ? Behold I give it for thee. 

IDies. ShM. 

UirSSES. 
They come, Saccefs and Happinefs attend us, 
PoUm, and my vldlorious Son fight for us. ^ 

J NT /NO US. 
Thoa and thy Gods at laft have got the better. 

[To Ulyfles. 
Yet know I fcom to fly ; that great Ambition^ 
That bid me iiril afpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
Be true, my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And rU forgive ill Fortune all bciides. " 

[Ulyfles, Ancinous, and their Forties fighu 

Enter Tel^machvs, Ceraunus, «ff^ Samian Sol- 
diers, they join U LYss E s, and dri<ve A N T 1 N u s, 
Cleon, and the reji off the Stage. Then enter at one 
Door Ulyssbs, at the other the Queen, Mentor, 
and Attendants, 

ULTSSES. 
My Queen \ my Love f [Emhradng. 

^Veen. 

My Hero .' my Uljiffes / 
Once more thou art reftor'd, once more I hold thee. 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmoft. 
Are fatisfy'd with what we have endnr'd. 
And never will affli^ nor part us more. 

. T 3 Tis 
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^Tis. not in Words to tell thee what I've felt» 
The Sorrows and the Fears ; ev'n yet I tremble, 
Ev'n yet the fiej-ce Itims Shqck my Sout, 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. 

MENTOR. 
A Turn fo happy» and( to unexpeAed, 
None but thofe over-ruUng Powers who cansM it, 
Cou'd have forefeen : The beauteous Soman PrinceA, 
Within ^hpfe gentle Breafi, Keyenge and Tendemefa 
X'Ong ilrove> an^ long maintain^ a doubtful Cdnfii^^ 
At length was vanqul(h*d by prevailing Love; 
And happily to fave the Prince, imputed. 
To falfe Antinoust her Father's Death; 
Heaven has approved the Fraud of fond AfiefUon, 
The iuft Deceit^ a Falftiood fair as Truth, 
Since 'tis to that alone we owe ^our Safety. 

Enter Telema6hus. 

TElEMJCKUSs 
Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone 

{Reeling. 
The rafli Offences of my heedlcfs Youth, 

' ; [\3\yi[ct ratfes him. 

Here offer the fiift Trop&les of my Sword, 
And once more haU mj^ Father, King of Itbaca. 
Aatinptis, the Rebel Faxon's Chief« • 
Is now nicr more, and your repenting People 
Wait with united Homage to receive you ; 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueft, 
Haile to embark, and fet their fwelling Sails 
To bear the fad Semanthe back to Samoti 
Joy like the chearful Morning; dawns on all» 
And none buf your unhappy Son (hall mourn. 

a UirSSES. 



--> * 
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ultsse's. 

Like tbq|& the Pangrof partbg Love I've known, 
-My Heart Hke thkie>lus bled— ^Batoh I my 8an» 
Sigh not, nOi' of 'Salt coimtion Lot coinplaiJiy "^ - ^ 
Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain j 
For Proof, behold my tedions twenty Years 
All fpent in Toil, and exercis'd in Cares : 
'Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laft. 
And well reward me h^re for all my Sorrow? jxaA. ^ 

lExenkA. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. B racecirdle. 

J VST going to take Water ^ at the Stairs 
Ifioffdf and came again to beg your Pn^^rsi 
Ton fee how ill my Love has been repaid^ 
Thai I am like to Un^e and die a Maidi 
Poetic Rules andjufiice to maintain^ 
I to the Woods am ordered back again 
To Madam Cynthia, and her wrgin Train. 
^Tis an uncomfortable Life they lead; 
Inflead of ^uiks and Donvn^ the fiktan Bed 
With Skins ofBeafisj njoith Leaves andMofs isf^ead\ 
No Morning Toilets do their Chambers grace, 
Where famous Pearl CofmtticBfiiiid a Place, 
With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaifterfbr the Face. 
But, in Defiance of Completion, they. 
Like arrant Houfe*wives, rife (y break of Day, 
Cut a brown Crufi^ f addle their Nags, and mounting 
Infcom of the Green-Sicknefs ride a hunting : 
Tour Sal, and Harts-bom Drops, they deal not in ; 
They have no Vapors , uor no ^witty Spleen* 
No Coffee to be had -, and I am told. 
As to the Tea, they drink, *tis moftfy cold. 
For Converfation, nothing can be nvorfe, 
*Tis all amongft themfelves, and that^s the Curfe : 
One Topic there, as here, does feldom fail. 
We Womfn rarely want a Theme to rail; 
But bating that one Pleafure of backbiting. 

There is no earthly Thing they can delight in. 

- There 
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Tkin are no Indian Houfes, to dt^ in 

And fancy Stuffs^ and choofe a pretty Screen, 

To *while away em Hour orfi-^l fwcar 

Thefe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 

And iffime unexfeded friend apfeiatf 

The Dc'il !— Who cou'd have thought to meet youherc ? 

Wejhouldbut *vefy iadty entertain 
Ton that delight nn Toafting and Cl^mpaign, 
But keep your tender ferfonefafe ai home. 
We kwrwyou hate bard Riding : But if/ome 
Tough f honefti Conntry Fox-iunter would come, 
Vtfit our Goddefiy and her mmden Court, 
I'Tif ten to tne but we tiuefjhi^ him Sport *> 



End of the firfi Volume. 
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